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A man of God must make his choice 
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IW FAR SHOULD A GOOD GIRL GO? 


There’s a time to say ‘yes’ and a time to say ‘no’ 
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Brand Names 
make 
wise 


buying 





easier! 


‘a 


ou don’t have to be an expert shopper to 
be assured of satisfaction when you buy 
by Brand Name. 


Brand Names are built on your confidence. 
You and your neighbors dictate the standards 
a Brand Name product must meet to consist- 
ently deliver the value and service you want. 


A respected Brand Name is a manufacturer’s 
most valuable asset and he spares no effort to 
protect it by constantly bettering his product. 


A Brand Name is the maker’s guarantee of 
satisfaction which is doubly endorsed by the 
dealer who sells it. 


For dependable quality and consistent satisfac- 
tion you do better with brands you know; 
get to know those you see advertised in this 
magazine. 

To get the most for your money buy by Brand 
Name and be sure! 


A Brand Name is a maker’s reputation 
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BRAND 
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NAMES 


SATISFACTION 





BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC., 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N.Y. ee: 
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r to Fao balance your figure. Add precious curves to hip 
buy = Pe a and seat. You'll be amazed to see the tiny- 


waisted look it gives you. A Hollywood secret — 
worn by models and stars for figure beauty. Win 
compliments with your ‘made to order” figure! 


Order today! 
nce, $10.95 
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INSURE PROMPT DELIVERY! 
Be sure te include depesit. 
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@ Be Young! 

e@ Be Beautiful! 
@ Be Natural! 

@ Be Feminine! 


QUANTITY 
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NAME 

ADDRESS 

ary TONE STATE 
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FRESHNESS 


yours...from 9 to 5 





...and after 5! 





a= 


Freshness begins with internal 
daintiness . . . and internal dainti- 
ness begins with new mild “Lysol” 
in your douche! 


For “‘Lysol’’ brand disinfectant 
ends embarrassing odor—by killing 


odor-causing germs! 


Yet “Lysol” is gentle. Can’t harm 
you. Leaves you fresh and sweet 
in ide! Try it. 


Does a better job than any home- 
style douche including vinegar! 


For free booklet on 
doctor-approved meth- 

ls of douching (sent 
in plain envelope), 
write to: “Lysol,” 
Bloomfield, N.J.,Dept. 
r-1258. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


4 Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
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EDITOR 


Love And The Color Line 


I have just finished the story “Love Across 
The Color Line.” The story itself, for reading 
entertainment, was very very good, but the 
topic was just plain lousy. The word or the 
meaning of “love” isn’t beyond me, but after 
reading of how things are in Little Rock, I 
truly don’t see how men like Carl Neil could 
even look her in the face. As he is an enter- 
tainer, he should know just how much it will 
hurt him and our color, too. 

It’s not often I get a copy of TAN, as I am 
confined at this time, but it is my favorite mag- 
wine, and the stories are tops. But let’s have 
less of the white people (so-called) and more 
of our own. Keep up the good work. Like I 
said, the story was good, and I hope, by some 
luck of fate, I can get next month’s TAN to 
finish it. Three cheers for TAN. 

James H. Lewis 
Goshen, N. Y. 


I have been reading TAN since it was first 
published, and find it very interesting. I’ve 
never written before, but I’d like to compli- 
ment you on the serial story, “Love Across The 
Color Line.” I can hardly wait until the next 
issue to see what happens to Elaine. She tells 
about their problems with very deep feeling. 
Not only is the story good reading, but I think 
it will help toward greater understanding be- 
tween the races. Please include more stories 
like this in TAN. 

Natalie Clark 


Los Angeles, Calif. 


I have always enjoyed reading your TAN 
magazine, but must say, I think the story, 
“Love Across The Color Line,” is just a little 
too much. Couldn’t you find enough true life 
stories among Negroes? I am originally from 
the South, and the illustrations of Elaine and 
Carl together really goes against everything 
I've ever believed. I’m not prejudiced, but 
couldn’t he have found a nice colored girl? 
You probably won’t print this, but I just 
wanted to tell you my opinion, and that of 


many others. 
Mary Willis 
New York, N. Y. 


I have just finished reading the first chap- 
ter of “Love Across The Color Line.” It 
seemed so strange to see in print almost my 
own heartbreak, to remember the anger and 
rejection of my parents and my friends. You 
see, I, too, have experienced much of the same 
unhappiness that Elaine has. I wish I could 
say to Elaine, that she was so wise to choose 
Carl and his love. I am glad there is some- 
one—I guess there are many—who had the 
courage. You see, I gave up my love, and I 
think, now, that I would take anything, from 
anyone, if I had only made the a 


Chicago, Ill. 
























| GOT MY MAN... thanks to a 
lovely skin by Nadinola 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NADINOLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 
clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 

Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NaDINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NapinoLa Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- The original Nadinole 

Oily. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 

lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 


same time. 7S and $1.25 
















[ would appreciate it very much if you 
would please publish my name in your Pen 
Pal column. I am a Negro, 15 years old. I 
am tall, with long black hair, brown eyes, and 
my measurements are 35-2438, and I weigh 
140 lbs. I will be a junior in high school 
next term and my ambition is to become an 
evangelist or missionary. I like rock ’n’ roll 
music and spirituals. My favorite artists are 
Little Richard and the Ward Singers. I will 
inswer all letters from anybody, no special 
age. I will exchange photos. 

Emma Jane Jones 
Route 1, Box 27 
Williamston, N. C. 


[ have been a reader of your magazine for 
quite a while, and enjoy it very much. But 
my wish just now is that I'd very much like to 
have some Pen Pals in the U. S. A. So I am 
isking you to please publish my name in your 
Pen Pal columns. I am a Jamaican, 19 years 
old, 5’ 3” tall, weight, 128 Ibs. I am of dark 
complexion, black eyes, black hair. My hob- 
bies are reading and music. I would like men 
within the ages of 21 to 30 to write to me. 
Hoping that my request will be answered, I 


am, with thanks. 
Miss Clover M. Lobban 
Content, 
Retreat P. O. 
St. Mary 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| am a constant reader of your magazine and 
would greatly appreciate your listing my name 
in the Pen Pals section. I would like to cor- 
respond with single men from all over the 
world 
I'm 19 years of age, a high graduate and 
would like to receive mail from guys between 
the ages of 20 and 30 years of age. I’m 5'9", 
of medium brown complexion, dark brown hair 
ind eyes. Will exchange photos. 
Dora Mae Ravare 
308 Andrew St. 
Pineville, La. 


[ would like to correspond with girls be- 
tween the ages of 19-28 who don’t smoke or 
drink. I am 25 years of age, colored, 5’10”, 155 
lbs., light brown, dark brown hair, brown eyes. 
My hobbies are music (blues, jazz, mambo, 
etc.) and dancing. I love all sports. I don’t 
drink, smoke or gamble. Will answer all let- 
ters and exchange photos. 

Jon Joiner 
10006 Ostend Ave. 
Cleveland 8, Ohio 


| am a new and enthusiastic reader of your 
well established magazine, TAN, and would 
appreciate it very much if you would be so 
kind as to print my letter in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion. I am 23 years old, 5'3%4” tall, 119 
pounds, long blond hair, green eyes and at 
present | am employed as a dental assistant. 

[ enjoy music very much as well as all 
sports and | have a fabulous collection of jazz 
| would enjoy hearing from young 
men and women between the ages of 23 to 90 
regardless of race, color, or creed anywhere. 
{ will answer all letters received and exchange 


6 


records 


photos with any and all who so desire. Thank 
you for your time and consideration. 

Sylvia Stockton 

1004 Garden Street 

Palo Alto, Calif. 


I am a member of the United States Air 
Force presently stationed in the furthest north 
state (Alaska) and I am interested in corre- 
sponding with a cultured member of the fe- 
male gender. My interests include photog- 
raphy, dancing, music, reading and all sports. 
I am 6’ tall, weigh 185 lbs., medium com- 
plexioned, and 20 years old. Hope to hear 


from you soon. 
A/2c Allen Q Johnson 
4629822 
5060 CAM nd Box 80 
APO 731 
Seattle, Wash. 


I would like you to publish my name and 
address in your Pen Pal columns. I am 26 
years old and very lonely. I have a good job 
with a good future. My hobbies are reading 
and music. I am 5’10”, with black hair and 
brown complexion, and weigh 165 lbs. I will 
answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Edward Bynum 
Box 13 
Adah, Pa. 


T am a regular reader of TAN magazine and 
I enjoy it very much. I am an American girl 
of 16 and a senior in high school. I would 
like to hear from boys and girls from all over 
the world (especially outside the U.S.A.) be- 
tween the ages 16-20. I weigh 113 lbs., and 
have a medium brown complexion. My inter- 
ests are reading, dancing and TV. [| also at- 
tend church regularly. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 
Dorothy M. Brown 


2002 East Preston St. 
Baltimore 13, Md. 


I am a good reader of your famous TAN 
magazine which has gone all over the world. 


I purchase it every month as they come in. 


Sir, I am hereby sending you my name for 
publication in your TAN magazine so that I 
have a happy time to write my friends who are 
interested in writing and exchanging the far 
news and information. 

I am an African boy, 21 years of age, un- 
married. I am 5'6” tall, black African hair 
and eyes. I have a very sound standard of 
education. I am working as a receptionist typ- 
ist clerk. I am interested in writing letters, 
collecting stamps, exchanging photos, music, 
table tennis and dancing. Will boys and girls 
of different interests write me, or those who 
have the same interests like me can write me 
too. I promise to answer all letters from dif- 
ferent people, which will reach me. 

Wilson Mnyantha 

c/o Aristo Trading Company 
P. O. Box 2718 

DAR ES SALAAM 
Tanganyika, B.E.A. 


I am a college student interested in Pen 
Pals from all over the world. Since one of my 
hobbies is collecting picture postal cards, I 


PEN PAL 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to mz 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep th 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 















would like for anyone who would be intere: 
in writing me, to send me one picture po 
card of any important place or scenery of { 
city or country in which they live. 
Blanche Winf 

174 Barfield Ave., S. ¥ 

Atlanta 10, 


I am an ardent reader of your TAN may 
zine, and very much impressed by the goof 

work you are doing. I would appreciate ven 
much to have my name entered in your Pa 
Pal columns. A few facts about myself: I ap 
a Negro, age, 22 years; height, 6’3”; weight 
180 lbs. My hobbies include dancing, music, 
movies and sports generally. 

I would like to correspond with girls 18-24 
of Chinese and Negro descent, or Eurasia, 
All letters would be answered and willing) 
exchange photographs. I am single and inten 
to visit the U. S. in the near future. 

rl Berry Andrew 
14 Prince Stree 

Port of Spain, 
Trinidad, B.Wl 


I am young and lonely. It seems funny « 
the age of 15, but I moved into a new neigh- 
borhood and I don’t have many friends. I am 
Negro, brown eyes, brown complexion and | 
have black hair. I am 15 years old, 5’4”, and 
weigh 139 lbs. I will correspond with boy 
between 17-20. I will exchange photos. 

Doris Armstrong 
1013C Brown Place 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I am one of many thousands who enjoy 
reading TAN and other Johnson publications 
I am contemplating moving to Los Angeles, 
California in four months to study modem 
music there. I would like very much to cor 
respond with and meet young men and young 
women from Los Angeles. In the meantime— 
young people who share along with ane an 
admiration for the modern medium. I am 
male, 25 years old, 6'1”, 180 I|bs., _ 
brown complexion. I am a graduate practical 
nurse, have been playing conga drums -eight 
years. My hobbies are flute, modern art, pho 
tography and collecting jazz records. Hoping 
for a host of Pen Pals, I thank you in ad- 


vance. 
John Blaine 

1807 N. 3lst St 

Philadelphia, Pa. 


Please put my name in your Pen Pal section 
of TAN. I am a lonely G.I. stationed in the 
49th state, Alaska. It is pretty lonely up here. 
I would like to hear from girls between the 
ages of 18-24 years. I am 24 years of age, 
height 5’8” tall, and weight is 170 Ibs. I am 
considered attractive by all my buddies in 
Alaska. My favorite sport is baseball and | 
like to read and write letters. I like all kinds 
of music, mostly jazz, and I also like to read 
and write poetry. 

PE. wee E. Bullick 
U.S. 55569986 


Hq. & Hq. +] a B. G. 
9th Infantry, APO 937 
Seattle, Wash. 




















































































By EVE LYNNE 
Dear Eve: 
| am in love with a man 24 years of 


age. I am 19 years of age. I have one 
child by him. Now he has married, but 


made one mistake. Profit by it. 
Dear Eve: 

I am in love with a man with whom 
I spent two years as his common-law 
wife. About two months ago I left the 
state and came home. This past week- 
end he drove 350 miles to spend two 
and a half days with me and to say how 
much he loves me and wants to marry 
me. I am sure I love him and my chil- 
dren do, too. I feel that with him I can 
have all the happiness in the world. 

Tell me if I should marry him and go 
to Los Angeles, Calif., as soon as possi- 
ble, or should I let him wait? Loving 
him as I do, I don’t know just what I 
should do for the best interest of the 
children and myself. 

Desperate 
Dear Desperate: 

You are one of the lucky ones. Few 
men marry the same woman twice. 
Since you love him, by all means marry 
him, but be sure it’s legal this time! 


ty terrible life with various men. My 
grandmother feels I should disown her 
and refuse to have anything to do with 
her, because of the way she has lived 
and is still living, but I can’t seem to do 
this. 

Am I doing wrong? Please help me. 

J. C. 
Dear J. C.: 

Remember the adage: To err is hu- 
man, to forgive is divine. I do not be- 
lieve you should “disown” your mother. 
On the other hand, if she refused to see 
the error of her dissolute ways, I do not 
think you should feel obligated to live 
with her, or to associate yourself with 
her life. Give her love and understand- 
ing, but until she changes, keep your 
distance. 


Dear Eve: 

My boy friend swears he loves me 
madly, but he still goes out with other 
girls. What should I do? 








inne he says he is going to leave her for me. Dear Eve: Perplexed. 
He seems to love me. Please advise me. I have a rather hard problem to solve Dear Perplexed: 
— M.L.M. concerning my mother. You see, my Do as he does. Tell him you love him 
Spain) Dear M.L.M.: grandmother reared me. My mother has_ desperately, but excuse you while you 
BWR J wouldn’t depend on it. This fellow never been the type I wanted her to be, get your hat and coat, you’ve got an- 
nny af is definitely a security risk. You've due.to the fact that she has lived a pret- other date 
i 
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How Far Should 
A Good Girl Go? 


‘LOAKED IN THE SHADOWY HALF-LIGHT from her 
4 doorway, 18-year-old Darlene clung to her Billy, fought 
> tingling sensation that began enveloping her, met his 
ps gently, and attempted to pull away. Winding his arms 
ibout the slim, honey-hued girl, Billy whispered his protest 
n anguished tone: “But, Doll (his pet name for her), we 
ve already gone so far, we might as well...” But the New 
York coed would hear no more, brushed his furrowed brow 
h a kiss and strode determinedly into the house. 
»w in her older teens, but wanting to finish college be- 
marrying, Darlene weighed the enchantments of love 
sinst the disenchantments of its consequences and tossed 
igh a restless, jittery night. Dissatisfied with necking 
1 a goodnight kiss, Billy demanded more. 
t first she thought to solve the problem by engaging in 
timacy of heavy petting. Although she felt guilty about 
e petting, feeling it was not quite moral, she consoled her 
ious with the thought that at least it had not yet 
ed into total intimacy. But after a few passionate nights 
rked in Billy’s car on a rural lane they’d stumbled upon, 
expressed dissatisfaction, which ended in tonight’s 
itter argument and the patching up process. . . 
She had side-stepped his protests up until now. Still, she 
t he loved her and didn’t want to lose him. What should 
next move be? Or had she already gone too far? 
Although in 1957, 50 per cent of all brides were 21 or 
ler, and many girls were engaged by the time they were 
most unmarried girls can sympathize with Darlene’s ap- 
ehensions. There comes a time when love means walking 
tight rope with the boy friend; many girls slide through 
arly teen years on a hope and a mother’s prayer, but in 
teens and early twenties are expected to fend for them- 


\s one distraught girl confided: “Love to me is half-way 
ween heaven and hell. I have to be careful to go so far, 
it no farther, in our lovemaking. I have to say ‘no’ when 
he gets too excited and makes demands—and yet I have to 
eep him from getting angry with me for saying no. I en- 
his kisses and yet I have to fight to keep my own feelings 
from getting out of hand. Love can be wonderful—but 
e-wracking!” 

r most young women, the conflict of expressing love— 
e preventing it from bursting into the sexual act—can 

a tormenting problem. 
Of course, in the hands of a girl in her early teens, a 
ingster who can hardly decide how to stand or what she 
| wear to school, the oft-fickle, romantic love she feels for 
r guy can be like a stick of dynamite which spells her own 


doom. Thus, many experts agree that dating older } 
and dating steadily should be postponed until the law 
their parents agree they are old enough to marry. 

But for the older teen, who desires not to compound 
problems after marriage by guilt feelings that she had 
perienced the thing most sacred to man and wife m 
times before he had the ring on her finger or the paper 
her hand, how far to go gets to be a bigger problem 
every embrace. 

The fact that men have a powerful sex drive that n 
regular expression cannot be denied. When they are 
the woman they love—or most any woman—prolonged le 
making has the effect of sexually exciting them. The lon 
a romance lasts (especially in the late teens and beging 
twenties) the more serious lovemaking becomes. When tf 
love exists, the woman can’t help feeling touched by 
misery or overflowing feelings for her. She wants to h 
him relief and happiness and she has her own feeling 
keep a reign on. In short, surrender may seem the ¢ 
way. out of a delicate situation. 

So how far does a girl go? Does she freeze up when s 
with her boy friend in order to protect herself from disas 

Experts say no, emphatically. 

In fact, this is almost as big a mistake as going to 
other extreme. It is necessary for a girl to exercise 
natural instincts to give love and receive it in return. 
when she makes her way to the altar, she will have the b 
for developing into a warm and affectionate wife. 

The key to a successful love life is in temperance and m 
eration. If the girl works hard to keep lovemaking bel 
the danger point, the wear and tear on the hoy’s nerves 
her own—can be reduced considerably. When your ha 
is safely clutching your front door knob, and you go int 
clinch, make it a sweet, happy ending—don’t play a 
song. 

Still, she should not expect herself to encase her emoti 
in sheets of ice. No form of petting is advisable fort 
young teen, because a girl under sixteen is too imma 
handle all situations that may arise with fellows. (This, 
all generalizations, is subject to exceptions.) But for ye 
women of any age, petting without discrimination is in J 
taste, because it cheapens her in the man’s eyes. 

When the older teen falls in love, whether she occasiona 
or briefly pets with her guy depends on the nature of ft 
relationship. Indeed, it remains doubly important for 
to insist that they restrain themselves from going “the f 
mile.” Be prepared for urgings such as, “If you really le 
me, you'd...” But a word to the wise girl: it is easie 





For the teen-age girl, perhaps in love and stoking up the fires of passion for 
the first time, the question is when to stop—and still keep him interested 
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cide limits of lovemaking 


talk calmly and rationally when parked 
in front of your door, with the knowk 
edge that those who respect you are 
trustfully sleeping inside. 

Despite the sexual laxity that has 
zoomed to notable proportions sinc 
World War II and despite gutter claims 
that virgins are passé, experts feel that 
most men want a woman whom they first 
loved completely. 

The mere thought of a tease can set 4 
man’s blood pressure boiling. Said one 
visibly aggravated guy: “I’d rather 4 
girl didn’t start what she isn’t prepared 
to finish.” Prolonged petting arouses a 
man sexually, and this can be quite pain 
ful physically with unreleased male sex 
fluids building up in the body. 

But once a girl has erred and gone 
too far, is it ever too late to turn a 
fresh page and rectify it with the boy? 

Grace, 19, gave in to the insistence of 
her steady, Basil, justifying it on the 
grounds that they intended to “one day” 
marry. Basil left for the service, and 
Grace, shamed and cheapened by what 
they had done, wrote Basil that their 
relationship could not continue as it 
had, and if he cared as much for her as 
he said, he would respect her wishes, 
and not insist on going all the way until 
they were free to get married. Blazing 
mad, Basil at first mulled over the idea 
of never seeing her again. However, he 
really loved Grace. On his second fur- 
lough he put an engagement ring on her 
finger. After his discharge, they were 
married. Yet, Grace revealed that had 
she not cut out the pre-marital sexual 
relations and corrected her mistake, he 
might have lost respect for, and interest 
in, her. 

All such cases do not end as happily. 

Noted woman surgeon, Dr. Marion 
Hilliard, suggests that part of the sex 
problem lies in the fact that young peo- 
ple often confuse passion with love. 
When asked the difference, a 17-year-old 
North Carolina girl, speaking with the 
confidence gleaned from a well-planned 
family living course, said this: “Love 
making is just a means of physical ex- 
pression and self-satisfaction. But love 
is the higher, unselfish emotion.” 

It is perfectly normal for a girl to 
want to have sexual relations with the 
guy she loves, (Continued on Page 51) 
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On The Reco 


ELAFONTE SINGS THE BLUES (RCA Victor): Friends of singer-actor- 
businessman Harry Belafonte are likely to be hard-pressed to establish a 
unanimous vote on this one. Those who remember that he is a master balladeer 
of folk music may listen to his blues translations and shout “Hallelujah!” Others, 
thinking of Belafonte’s calypsoed Mathilda and Banana Boat Song, will perhaps on 
this occasion only moan “Holy mackerel.” 
The truth of the matter is that Belafonte’s voice is one hard to identify with such 
traditional blues stylists as Jimmy Rushing, Leadbelly, Joe Williams, Big Bill 
Broonzy or Joe Turner, and on this tastefully selected blues sampling he sounds 







like nothing else as much as he does a non-professional crooner lamenting out of a 
disappointment-racked and outraged heart. Perhaps herein lies the true artistry of 
what has been accomplished on “Belafonte Sings The Blues.” 

Superbly accompanied by a variety of unidentified musicians (the album was 
recorded in three separate sessions in New York and Hollywood this year), Bela- 
fonte spans the gap of blues material created from the time of Bessie Smith to Ray 
Charles. One of his best efforts, God Bless The Child, will inevitably be compared 
to the earlier renditions of Bessie Smith and Billie Holiday. Seemingly already the 
preference of quick-on-the-spin disc jockeys is Hallelujah | Love Her So, which 
along with Mary Ann and A Fool For You, two other numbers on the set, were 
written by Ray Charles, for whose work Mr. Belafonte appears to show a preference. 

One of the most popular tunes to get the Belafonte treatment is One For My Baby, 
and one on which he does some of his most creditable work is Jn The Evenin’, Mama. 
Other songs in this album are likely to tax the memory of any but the blue at heart: 
Losing Hand, The Way I Feel, Cotton Fields, A Sinner’s Prayer and Fare Thee Well. 

All in all, the album is likely to disappoint some, delight many and perplex a few. 
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OTHER’S FACE was a mask of 

shock and daddy’s was a black 

cloud of anger, but I didn’t care. I was 
saying what had to be said. 

“You tell me to do this, do that and 
do the other, but it’s all because you 
want it that way. You don’t care what 
I want. Well, I’m tired of being told, 
do you hear? I’m tired. Just don’t 
preach to me.” 

I had my pink cashmere sweater— 
the one daddy had given me for my 
sixteenth birthday—in my hand and I 
went flying through the front door be- 
fore the storm cloud brewing on my 
father’s face had a chance to burst into 
a real tornado. 

I was actually running as the front 
door slammed shut behind me. I head- 
ed for Clark’s Drug Store where Teddy 
would be waiting for me. I was already 
late. 

That was what the argument was 
about, really—my going around with 
Teddy. Daddy didn’t like him and Moth- 
er said he wasn’t the kind of boy I 
should go out with; but how much did 
they know? 

I pulled the pink sweater over my 
shoulders to ward off the cool fall air 
and hurried on. 

Sure, Teddy was different than the 
other boys I had dated before; they 
were just kids, while Teddy was a man. 
Oh, he was only eighteen in years, but 
he was a man all the same. He smoked 
and drank beer and drove his own 
souped-up jalopy that he had worked 
on for months, and I guess that made 
him seem like a bad character to my 
folk. Teddy did something else, too; 
he kissed like crazy, and | got a tingly 
feeling all up and down my spine when- 
ever he took me in his arms. Not that 
he got a chance to very often. A girl 
has to be careful about that sort of 
thing. Besides, there aren’t many places 
for kids to get romantic, except maybe 
in a parked car off on a country road 
someplace, and that leads to trouble. 

You see, I knew all this, and that’s 
why I couldn’t understand why my par- 
ents kept hounding me about things like 
boys and sex and late hours and all that 
jazz. I knew how to be careful. 

“Teddy just isn’t the right kind of 
boy for you, Nancy,” Mother had ar- 
gued. “He doesn’t have any manners, he 
runs around with a fast crowd, and I’ve 
heard you talking to him about keeping 
his grades up in school so he won’t get 


kicked off the football team.” 

“You’ve got no business listening to 
our conversations, Mother,” I said 
sharply. “That’s as bad as reading an- 
other person’s mail.” 

That’s when I let loose the blast at 
both of them. I guess it had been a long 
time building. Ordinarily, we weren’t 
the kind of family that shouted and 
screamed and said unkind things to each 
other. In fact, the three of us were 
just about as happy as a family could 
be until I got old enough to start seeing 
boys. Even then, things didn’t really 
change between us. It was just that I 
started getting lectures on what to do 
and what not to do, and later, about 
where I could go on a date and when 
I had to be home and things like that. 
But some of the talks I had with mother 
were kind of embarrassing. Especially 
about sex. I think she felt a little funny 
even talking about it with me, and I 
could feel my own cheeks flush. 

But it was when I started going out 
with Teddy that the spit hit the fan. So 
maybe Teddy did have his faults; didn’t 
everybody? He went in for leather jack- 
ets and processed his hair and drove 
pretty fast and I didn’t especially like 
the offhand way he spoke to my mother 
when he came around the house—as 
if she weren’t really there. But he was 
exciting to be with and that was what 
quickened my step now as I went to 
meet him—the excitement. 

But when I got to Clark’s Drug Store, 
Teddy wasn’t there. A few of the other 
kids were, including Wilbur Jackson, 
who lived just down the street from me. 

“I guess you're looking for Teddy,” 
Wilbur said when he walked over to 
me as I stood by the magazine racks, 
my eyes sweeping the store in a vain 
search for Teddy. 

“What makes you think that?” I said 
in an edgy voice, still a little keyed up 
from my argument at home and more 
than a little annoyed that Wilbur should 
take so much for granted. 

“He’s been here looking for you,” 
Wilbur said pleasantly. “Said he’d be 
back soon, then he tore off in his ja- 
lopy.” 

“Oh,” I said embarrassed now at the 
way I had acted. 

“Can I buy you a shake while you’re 
waiting,” he asked. 

“No, thank you, Wilbur,” I answered, 
getting annoyed again because he was 
making me feel so much like a heel. 
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THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
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tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
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funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
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Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





¥ 


AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 





We stood and made small talk for a 
while, and I felt uncomfortable most of 
the time. I guess it was because I knew 
the way Wilbur felt about me. We had 
been friends all our lives and he was 
the first boy who ever really came to see 
me boy-and-girl style and he was the 
first one to take me to the movies. | 
went out with other boys after that, but 
it was Wilbur who took me to the most 
important things, like the junior-senior 
prom and high school varieties and foot- 
ball games and things like that. 

Doing things with Wilbur had been 
pretty much fun, like helping him work 
on his old piece of a car and do chem- 
istry experiments in his basement or go 
hiking through the woods together in 
autumn when the leaves were changing 
colors. 

But all that was kid stuff: 1 found it 
out when I met Teddy, and although we 
had been going together only a month, 
it seemed now that Wilbur almost never 
existed in my life. He just wasn’t as 
exciting as Teddy. 

And then Teddy came through the 
door, walking with that man-of-the- 
world swagger of his that let you know 
that he was the match of anybody in 
the room. 

“Well, if it ain’t little Willie,” he said 
mockingly, slapping Wilbur on the back 
harder than was friendly. “Hi, doll 
face,” he said to me. 

“Hello, Teddy,” I murmured. “Wilbur 
and I were just talking.” 

“T’ll bet,” Teddy said sarcastically, 
“Willie here is a great little talker, aren’t 
you, Willie?” 

“See you later, Nancy,” Wilbur said 
to me, ignoring Teddy as he started to 
walk away. 

“Hey, wait a minute, Willie,” Teddy 
called after him, “I hear tell you finally 
got that rattle-trap of yours together 
and been bragging about how fast it'll 
go.” 

Wilbur stopped and stared coolly at 
Teddy. “It’s pretty fast,” he said. 

“Fast enough to keep up with me on 
the old mile road?” Teddy taunted. 

The challenge was clear. The old mile 
road was a deserted strip in the back- 
woods, cut off now from normal traffic. 
The kids who had jalopys and motor- 
cycles used it for drag races. The boys 
were so hepped up on racing their 
souped-up cars that when a couple of 
them decided they didn’t like each other, 
instead of getting into a fist fight like 







boys used to do, they would challeng 
each other to a private drag race to se 
which one could make the other bum 
out his motor. 

“We're racing at eleven o’clock Sat 
urday morning,” Wilbur said. “We'l 
see.” 

“Not Saturday, Willie; now,” Teddy 
demanded. 

At first I couldn’t understand Teddy 
surliness, then I realized he must haye 
known I used to go out with Wilby 
and seeing us together had made hima 
little jealous, so he had to prove his 
mastery over Wilbur someway. 

“Teddy, come on, I thought we were 


I was sick and tired of my 
parents ordering me around 
like a child. After all, | 
was sixteen, and old enough 
to know my own mind 


going to a drive-in,” I said, tugging at 
his sleeve. “It’s almost dark.” 

“Later,” Teddy said sharply, pulling 
his arm away without even looking at 
me. “Well, how about it, Willie,” he 
said to Wilbur. 

Wilbur looked at Teddy and then 
looked at me. “Okay,” he answered. 


ORTY-FIVE minutes later we were 

out on Old Mile Road. I sat un 
comfortably beside Teddy as he and 
Wilbur zipped down the darkened road 
at almost ninety miles an hour. Slowly, 
as we neared the end of the road, Wilbur 
began to pull in front and Teddy let out 
a soft curse and jammed his accelerator 
to the floor. But Wilbur’s car was too 
fast for him, and pretty soon we had 4 
cloud. of dust in our faces. 

When we pulled up at the end of the 
road, Wilbur was hopping out of his car 
and ran over to us with a wide grin on 
his face. 

“That’s a mighty fast car you've got, 
Teddy,” he said. “I had to give my 
baby all she had to beat you.” He stuck 
out his hand in a friendly gesture. 

Teddy ignored it. “All right, bright 
boy,” Teddy snarled, “so you're fast. 
Now let’s see how much nerve you've 
got. Let’s see how good you are at 
‘chicken.’ ” 

The smile drained from Wilbur’s face. 

“Oh, Teddy, no,” I said. 

“That’s a fool’s game,” Wilbur said 


quietly. (Continued on Page 51) 
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fs, 
Della Reese Big Bill Broonzy Barbara McNair 
yl BILL BROONZY, a truly great blues singer who died recently in 


Chicago, has explained the blues: “Blues singers sing the same thing over and 
over again just so if you don’t get it the first time, you catch it the next time. Not 
that you’re dumb, but they do it over again to give you a chance to catch it the 
next time, when it comes around.” Big Bill composed hundreds of blues tunes, but 
probably the most famous of all is Every Day, made popular by Joe Williams and 
the Basie band. 


A lot of cats who might not dig the Belafonte folk singing will go for 
his latest LP album, “Belafonte Sings The Blues.” He has selected several songs by 
Ray Charles, a blues shouter whom he digs the most, including “Hallelujah I Love 
Her So.” Should be a great combination. 


When Sammy Davis Jr. couldn’t go on because of illness during a Las 
Vegas engagement, Frank Sinatra took over for him. A couple of nights later when 
Sammy returned, he greeted his audience, with apologies, saying: “I know you're 
disappointed you’re not seeing Frank Sinatra tonight,” then proceeded to imper- 
sonate Sinatra—all the way. 


Labor Day past was proclaimed “Count Basie Day” by the Mayor of the 
Count’s hometown in New Jersey. It was a big day. Count received a plaque honor- 
ing him as “Most Outstanding Citizen to Come Out of Red Bank in 50 Years.” Basie 
directed the community Concert Band in the Park, and led a parade through the 
streets. 


Manhattan’s newest and most exclusive intimate restaurant is owned by a 
talent agent and 62 of her show biz clients . . . one of whom is singer Lena Horne. 
Located on the fashionable Eastside in a block that (Continued on Page 75) 
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Some will say I acted foolishly, but what woman ever 


acts wisely in affairs of the heart? I am sorry for what I 


have done. Still, I dare not say that I would not do 


it all over again, because I know I just might 


] ADJUSTED the white net veil on my 
vedding gown while cousin Emmy 
Lou ran around like a chicken with its 
head cut off looking for the traditional 
omething old, something new, some- 
thing borrowed, something blue. Mother 
kept wiping the tears out of her eyes as 
she fumbled with the end of my satin 
lress, and Papa strutted around like a 
preening peacock, snapping his suspend- 
ers against his chest. 
it was my wedding day, and I was 
miserable. 
[ guess I should have been proud and 
happy, the way Papa said I ought to be, 
rrying a fine man like John Hawkins. 
Only I wasn’t proud and happy—and | 
wasn’t in love either. That was what was 
terribly wrong with everything and I 
knew it. I should have looked at John 
that day and felt my heart sing. Instead, 
when | saw him all dressed up and look- 
ing nervous in his dark blue serge suit, 
| felt like I had a stone inside me. 


“Land sakes, Marie, I just don’t see 
how you can stand there and be so calm 
about everything when you're practically 
walking down the aisle right now,” Em- 
my Lou jabbered as she scooted about. 
“A bride is supposed to be all jittery and 
everything, and honestly, you act like 
you were going to your own funeral in- 
stead of a wedding.” 

Was I going to my own funeral? It 
was sort of the ending of one life and 
the beginning of another, wasn’t it? 
That was what I had intended; that was 
my reason for getting married. 

Maybe that was why everything felt 
dead inside me: I was weighted with 
guilt. I had known all along that I wasn’t 
marrying John Hawkins because | loved 
him, but I had refused to admit the truth 
even to myself. But now, with only a few 
minutes to wedding time, I had to face 
the cold fact: I was marrying John to get 
away from Papa’s hardness and Mama’s 
weakness and the tomb-like quiet of a 


home in which there was no laughter, no 
gaiety, no dating or dancing. 

“T am rearing my child to be a wit. 
ness for the Lord.” Papa’s words. So 
I got my lessons in school, went to 
church twice a day on Sundays, learned 
to do my chores around the house, stayed 
away from boys and parties and bad 
little girls, and I was a witness for the 
Lord. 

I wasn’t allowed to wear lipstick until 
the day after I finished high school, and 
even then it was the kind you could bare- 
ly see. Stockings and high heels came the 
same way—hard. 

But worst of all was the way Papa 
treated what few boys who ever got uf 
enough courage to come to see me. 
questioned them about who they were 
and what they wanted, and sent them off 
with such a scare that I was embarressed 
enough to die. 

By the time I was eighteen and able to 
date a little, I still couldn’t stay out past 














midnight and I had to give an account- 
ing of where I had been. 

One Sunday, without thinking, I left 
church and went for a long walk through 
the park and watched the flowers, and 
sat by the lake for an hour. Then I ate 
at a drugstore and went to a movie. I 
was eighteen and it was the most daring 
thing I had ever done, even though I 
didn’t really think of it. It was just a day 
when I wanted to be alone with my 
thoughts. 

Papa was waiting with blood in his 
eyes when I got home. 

‘And just where have you been, young 
lady?” he thundered. 

| tried to tell him. 

“You stay out all day and come waltz- 
ing in here this time of night and tell me 
a lie like that?” he accused. 

“I’m not lying, Papa,” I protested, 
trying to keep back the hot tears. “I just 
went walking and to a movie.” 

I looked pleadingly for help to Mama 
who was standing nearby, but all she did 
was wring her hands nervously and add: 

We were worried about you, Marie. 
You shouldn’t have just gone off like 


could see nothing that we had in com- 
mon, except maybe being quiet and 
thoughtful. John hadn’t talked a great 
deal during dinner. He mostly listened 
to Papa. I wasn’t even sure, though, that 
I was really the quiet type myself. May- 
be it was just the way I was brought up. 

Nevertheless, John and I did see more 
of each other. He seemed to like me well 
enough, and I found out that at least I 
could go to a movie and community cen- 
ter programs and things like that with 
John without Papa questioning the life 
out of me. Too, John was very careful 
not to keep me out too late, even when 
the summer nights were so warm and 
fragrant that it almost seemed like blas- 
phemy to go home and to bed at ten 
o’clock. 

Because John seemed so careful and 
restrained in his courtship, I could not 
help but show my complete surprise when 
he asked me to marry him. 

“T—I know I don’t have a lot to offer, 
Marie,” he said apologetically, “but I’ve 
got a little money in the bank and the 
house I inherited when my mother died, 
so we wouldn’t have to struggle so like 





lt had been wrong from the start, marrying a man 





almost old enough to be my father just to get away 


from a strict life. 







But what did I do now—now 


that | was married and not in love with my husband 


9 


that without letting us know or calling.’ 
“But it’s barely nine o’clock,” I said. 
Even so, before the night was over I 
was accused of all manner of evil, threat- 
ened to be banished from the house and 
disowned, and not allowed to have any 
dates for two weeks. 


[hat was Papa’s way: severe, unyield- 
ing, untrusting. 

lhat’s why I was so surprised when he 
brought John Hawkins home to dinner 
one evening and began subtly suggesting 
that John and I should see more of each 
other. 

Now here’s a man you might take a 
liking to, Marie,” Papa said while we 
were having apple pie dessert. “Not like 
these young good-for-nothings running 
the streets nowadays. He’s gonna be head 
of the shipping department when I get 
too old for the job.” 

| was shocked. John Hawkins was a 
dozen years older than |—thirty—and I 
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a lot of couples when they first get mar- 
ried.” 

I just sat staring at him with my 
mouth open. Marry John! I'd never 
given it a thought. 

But it was something to think about. 
I had been using him as a means for 
brief escapes from the life my father im- 
posed upon me. Now, here was my 
chance for complete deliverance. Me, a 
married woman, away from home and 
the tie that bound. The perfect answer! 
And not once did I think: Do / love John 
Hawkins and want to become his wife? 

Later, when the question tried to force 


its way into my conscience, | fought it ° 


back, asking instead what difference did 
it make. 

Now, with the church organist strik- 
ing up the wedding march and with Papa 
taking my hand to accompany me down 
the aisle, it suddenly made a great deal 
of difference. But there was nothing | 





could do, nothing but mumble the wed. 
ding vows and glance at John with pi 
in my eyes for what I was doing to him 

Afterwards, because there had been w 
few parties in my life, I was able to gg 
caught up in the gaiety of the wedding 
reception, and I managed to push bac 
the doubts and fears in my mind. 

“Now you're acting like a_ brid 
should, real happy,” cousin Emmy Loy 
commented. 

“IT am,” I answered. “I’m truly hap 
py.” I was happy because it was a nice 
party, not because it was my wedding 
reception. 

John and I spent our wedding nigh 
in the house he had inherited from his 
mother—our new home. And when he 
came to me in the bedroom, his touch 
as apologetic as his voice had been the 
night he asked me to marry him, I knew 
at last the dreadful bargain I had made 
with myself. The gentle violence of 
John’s lovemaking was nevertheless ter- 
rifying, and I went to sleep that night 
with a feeling of wretchedness and de 
spair, tears staining the bright blue of 
my pillow. 


| Eagle WITH JOHN settled into an easy 

pattern, made exciting only by the 
freedom and newness of the change. 
Making curtains, choosing dinnerware, 
doing my own marketing, being able to 
leave the house in the morning and stay 
away until time to get dinner if I chose— 
all this appealed to me, and for six 
months I was able to convince myself 
that I was as happy as the average wife. 
John never made a complaint about any: 
thing; neither meals nor the way I did 
his shirts or the things I chose for the 
house or the money I spent. It was thus 
easy to compliment myself on keeping 
my husband happy. 

But deep down inside me, I knew that 
in one way I was failing John. We were 
not lovers, and whenever I was com 
pelled to fulfill the love obligations of 
marriage, I did so with a wooden heart, 
an unyielding body, and a shattered 
spirit. 

Still, John maintained his silence, and 
the outward calm of our marriage er 
dured until the end of the year. 

By the start of the second year, I was 
restless. The curtains had long since 
been hung, the dinnerware paid for, the 
excitement of marketing dulled, and | 
seldom left the house during the day be 
cause there was nowhere to go. Because 
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| had been unable to go to parties and 
have fun like other kids my age as a 
girl, I now found my friends to be few, 
and the three or four married couples | 
knew were all younger than we—or at 
least, younger than John. Gradually, 
married life became as dull and confin- 
ing for me as the life I had led before. 

| was moping about the house, feeling 
sorry for my plight, the morning Emmy 
Lou called. 

“Marie? Oh, I’m so glad I caught you 
at home,” she said in that runaway 
yoice of hers. “Listen, Marie, I was just 
talking with Mr. Morrissy here at the 
ofice, and he was telling me how badly 
he needed another girl to handle the fil- 
ing. You know we're still a growing 
company. Well, 1 thought about you 
right away. I mean, it doesn’t take any 
fast typing or shorthand or anything like 
that and you were just saying the other 
day how much time you have on your 
hands and I thought, well, golly, so why 
shouldn’t you take a job?” 

“Wait a minute Emmy Lou and get 
your breath,” I said. “You're talking 
too fast.” 

“Well,” she said, “what. do you 
think?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered. 

“You’re not worried about what John 
will say, are you?” 

“Maybe. We’ve never talked about me 
working before.” 

“Well, why should he object? You're 
just sitting at home all day. And a little 
extra money never hurt anybody. Be- 
sides, it’s only nine to four.” 

“How—how soon: do I have to let you 
know?” I asked. 

“By tomorrow, or else Mr. Morrissy 
will start looking somewhere else. But 
he said I could ask you first.” 

“All right,” I said. “I'll let you know 
tomorrow.” 

The next day, I agreed to take the job. 
John had protested louder than I thought 
he would, but in the end he had admitted 
that he had no sound reasons for my not 
going to work. 

“Td just like to feel that I can support 
wife without her having to go out in 
the streets and earn money, Marie,” he 
complained. 

“I won’t be ‘going out into the streets, 
John,” I said with a laugh. “It’s just a 
simple filing job in a small office. The 
work isn’t hard so I won’t be all tired 
out when you come home at night, and 
the hours are short enough for me to 


? 


have dinner ready when you get here.” 
John finally gave in. 


yee at the Morrissy Realty 

Company was a delight. Surrounded 
by busy, friendly people, life once again 
took on a new meaning of freedom. It 
was fun learning about all the papers 
that go into home buying and selling, 
and listening to women’s gossip and 
men’s flattery each new morning was for 
me a new and exciting experience. 

I ate lunch with Emmy Lou every day, 
and sometimes a couple of the fellows 
would join us. 

It was all gay and exciting, and when 
John and I were together at night, I 
would spill out all of the things I had 
done and heard that day. He listened 
patiently and nodded and sometimes 
asked a few questions, then, after a while, 
he mostly read his newspaper and looked 
at television and pretty soon we went off 
to bed. And after six months of work- 
ing, 1 began to dread the end of the day 
when it was time to leave the lively world 
I had become a part of and go home to 
the dreary one to which I had seemingly 
always belonged. 

It was then that Bob Thomas entered 
my life. Our friendship didn’t have a 
I just looked 


around one day and there he was, a new 


spectacular beginning. 


fellow in the office. He worked a couple 
of days before we got introduced and 
after that he was just one of the men 
who worked for Morrissy Realty Com- 
pany as far as I was concerned. A couple 
of times, when he wasn’t out showing 
property to a prospective buyer, he had 
lunch at the office with some of us girls 
and a couple of other fellows. He seemed 
nice and not too cocky like a lot of the 
guys who were salesmen. He didn’t look 
like the drifting type, either, like some 
of the others. Still, he meant nothing to 
me. 

Then one rainy noon, when the weather 
was too terrible for us to leave the office 
for lunch at the restaurant a couple of 
blocks away, Bob happened to be there 
and offered to take our order for sand- 
wiches. “I would take you all but I’m 
afraid that little sports car of mine 
wasn’t made for limousine service.” So 
we made up a list and I handed it to him 
and, as he took the list from my hand, 
he held on a moment and said softly. 
“Come with me for company.” 

I hesitated only a moment. “Okay,” I 
said, and we were off. 

































We talked all the way there and back 
and I got dripping wet and laughed like 
crazy and I couldn’t remember ever hav- 
ing so much fun with anybody ever be- 
fore in my life. 

“You like walking in the rain?” Bob 
said to me when we got out of his car 
on the sidewalk. 

“T love it, except when the wind is 
blowing and the rain is cold like this,” 
I said, holding on to my rainhat. 

“So do I,” he said. “I used to go 
walking by myself in the rain when | 
was a kid.” 

“So did I. Isn’t it wonderful!” 

“Yes,” he said, and took my arm as 
we made our way through the downpour 
to the door. 

After that, whenever Bob was in the 
office, there seemed to be a special some- 
thing between us, almost as if we could 
feel each other’s presence. The first time 
he got a chance, he went to lunch with 
Emmy Lou and me. 

Then the day came when Emmy Lou 
stayed home ill. I was getting ready to 
go out with some of the other girls when 
Bob walked in. 

“Hey, where’s (Continued on Page 63 ) 
19 











Ae 


I have been faced with the cruel dilemma of choosing be- 


tween them, for a prejudiced community says I cannot have 


both. Is it not my duty to remain here where I have found 


the seeds of intolerance bearing a bitter fruit? Yet, do I 


not have the right to be human and love a pure, clean love? 


ad is a story to which you must 
write the ending, for it is the story 
of a decision I must make; a decision 
which will affect my life, the life of the 
person I love, and the lives of many 
persons who look to me for leadership. 

I do not know whether I am asking 
for help with this decision because | am 
so terribly anxious to do the right thing, 
or because I am too weak to make up 
my own mind. I have tried to make up 
my mind about it. I have thought about 
it for long hours. I have prayed about it. 

Perhaps you will say that I should 
have found the answer in my prayer. 
For after all, I am a minister, a man 
of God, and ministers are supposed to 
be a little closer to the voice of truth 
than others. I confess I do not know 
the right way. I confess that I need 
help in order to find it. 

I am the pastor of a thriving Negro 
church in the heart of New England. 
For five years I have been a respected 
and influential figure in the religious, 
civic and political life of my city. But, 
as I write this, all this influence and 
respect is threatened. Within the past 
few hours, the threat of disaster has 
closed in about me with the swift, terri- 
fying impact of a storm. I face the 
loss of my position, the loss of the love 
of my people, disgrace before the entire 
community, and, perhaps, the smashup 
of the love that made a new song tremble 
in my heart. 

As I write, sitting in the leather arm- 
chair behind my desk in the church 
study, I am conscious of the neat rows 
of beloved books, the eggshell-blue ceil- 
ing and the quiet grey walls, and I think 


of the many pleasant hours I have spent 
in this setting, writing sermons in the 
wee Sunday morning hours, holding 
confidential conferences with members, 
giving advice to backsliders and makirg 
plans with my trustees for financial 
drives and special projects. 

These same trustees have just left my 
study. All of them are men who have 
been my friends, who have come to me 
in their hours of sorrow and uncer- 
tainty. I have christened and counselled 
and married their children. I have 
prayed at the deathbeds of their loved 
ones. 

But the trustees are no longer my 
friends. They came to my study this 
last time, not with smiles on their faces 
or hands outstretched in greeting as in 
days past, but instead they came in sol- 
emn unfriendliness, to sit in judgment 
upon me and my personal life and to 
pronounce a sentence. When they left 
my study, they had burdened me with 
one of the hardest decisions a human 
being has ever been called upon to make. 

No, I have not embezzled church 
funds, uttered sacrilegious words from 
the pulpit or been found guilty of some 
terrible immorality. It seems instead 
that I have broken a sort of eleventh 
commandment, one which I had not read 
in my Bible. It seems I have violated 
some awful, unwritten law by falling in 
love with and wanting to marry a white 
woman. 

My trustees have told me that I must 
give up one of my two loves—my pulpit 
or Anne, my English sweetheart. 

I want to tell you about both of these 
loves, because only by knowing how 


much each one means to me can you 
judge for yourself—and help me to 
judge... 

Many men make the claim of being 
called to preach. I cannot. I first sought 
a career in the ministry because it was 
a means to an end, the end being a 
comfortable living. Actually, it was the 
desire of a well-to-do, religious aunt who 
started me on my way. She contributed 
hundreds of dollars yearly to the church 
and raised many hundreds more in its 
behalf. She gave me every comfort and 
luxury a growing boy could ask, and 
from the day my parents died in an auto 
crash, she envisioned for me a life in 
the service of the Lord. 

To please Aunt Ethel, as I grew up 
I enrolled in a theological school, stud- 
ied diligently and ranked among the top 
students in my class. It was a grateful 
aunt who repaid my efforts with good 
clothes, a generous spending allowance 
and, during my sophomore year when I 
had done especially well, a new automo- 
bile. 

But there was something of the hypo- 
critical in my life. Despite my upbring- 
ing and study, I could not honestly claim 
a deep and true religious faith. Indeed, 
I was as susceptible to the pleasures of 
the flesh as any man. I liked good 
clothes, a fast car, drinking, poker and 
girls. They were a part of a man’s way 
of life, I decided, as fascinated with 
them as any other college boy making 
this acquaintance for the first time. 
Gradually, I formed my own moral 
code: I would try to avoid over-indul- 
gence, but I would not forsake the pleas- 
ures. And re- (Continued on Page 52) 
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Not The 
Marrying 
Kind 


| GOT THE BEST SURPRISE OF MY LIFE that November afternoon I pulled my cab up to 

the stand and spied this gingerbread doll sitting at the dispatcher’s desk where Trixie ought 
to be. She looked to be about nineteen with silken black curls and wide eyes set in her angel-like 
face. From what I could see of her figure, enclosed in one of those new sack dresses and 
perched in a chair behind the desk, there weren’t going to be any complaints in that department 
either. 

“Well,” I said slowly. And then, not having anything any more brilliant to add, I said it 
again: “Well, well.” 

“Hello!” she sang out in a voice that fairly chimed. 

“TI see somebody had the good sense to add some improvements around the place,” I man- 
aged to get out after swallowing kind of hard. 

“I’m Annie Morris,” she said. “Who’re you?” 

“I’m No. 13,” I answered. “I mean, my name’s Johnny Franklin. I drive No. 13.” 

“Oh, that’s nice,” she said, whatever that meant. 

“‘Where’s Trixie?” I asked, suddenly remembering that I was going to ask Trixie about driving 
over to Fort Worth that night to a big dance. 

“Trixie wasn’t feeling well today, so Mr. Simmons asked me to come in,” Annie said. 

Big Jack Simmons owned the cab fleet, and as I was looking at Annie I was thinking that I 
never knew Big Jack had such an excellent little black book. Annie must have been reading my 
mind. 

“Mr. Simmons and my father have been friends for about thirty years,” she said with a know- 
ing smile on her face. 

“Oh, yeah, sure,” I said, feeling a little ashamed for having thought she was one of Big Jack’s 
deals. 

“You sure you know how to handle all this?” I said. waving to the phones and dispatch radio. 

“Well, it doesn’t exactly take a big brain,” she said, laughing. “All you do mostly is an- 
swer the phone, take down the address, find out which one of you is closest to the caller, and 
give you the information. It isn’t tough after you learn how the equipment operates. Last year 
I ran a switchboard in an insurance office. That was a lot wilder.” 

Well sir, it was a rather slow afternoon for cabs. and somehow I managed to goof off most 
of it hanging around the stand, making conversation with Annie. She was the most refreshing 
thing I had seen in a long, long time. Her voice was pure music and her face was alive with all 
sorts of expressions when she talked. When she got up to go to the water cooler, I got a pretty 
good idea of what was in the sack. If the Congress of the United States had been convening 
where I was sitting at that moment, they would have passed a law against her. 

A few times I had to go out on calls, and my passengers never got such quick trips before. I 
guess | was pretty anxious to beat it back to the stand and Annie. 

Bert, a buddy of mine who drove one of the cabs, was working the evening shift but came 
down to the stand early to just sit around and shoot the breeze with the boys coming in and 
out. After he noticed how much time I was spending there, he remarked. “I’m beginning to 
think that maybe Trixie made a mistake getting sick.” Then he winked at me. 

I got the message. I had been stepping out a little with Trixie during the two months I had 
been working there. She was a pretty nifty number herself. and not too hard to get. When we 
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I had to let her know in no uncertain terms that just because 1 
made love to some broad, it didn’t mean I intended to marry her. 




















A fellow’s got to learn to put first things first, and 


I knew what was most important in my young life. 


It wasn’t girls. 





started going around together, I knew I 
wasn’t the first one of the drivers to make 
out with her, but what the heck; she was 
nobody’s property at the time, so why 
not? 

Before time to knock off for the day, 
| had decided that since Trixie was sick 
anyway, I might as well ask Annie to go 
to the dance. I wasn’t too sure how she 
would take to the idea since we would 
be driving to a town thirty miles away, 
but we had made friends awfully fast 
that day, and sure enough, she agreed to 
When I picked her up at seven o’clock 
that evening, I had my second-hand 
Ford shining like a new silver dollar. 
my best blue suit on, and my face 
scrubbed cleaner than it had ever been 
in my life. Annie met me at-her front 
door, looking like honey dropped into a 
gorgeous pink flower. The dress she was 
wearing wasn’t meant to be sexy or any- 
thing, but it was all lace and net and 
feminine. I wanted to kiss her on the 
spot, only I suspected from our talks 
that afternoon that while she was a real 
live personality, she wasn’t anybody’s 
pushover. Before the night was over, I 
was pretty sure of it. 

We danced to Count Basie’s music 
and listened to Joe Williams sing and 
drank a little liquor—Annie just had a 
sip or two—and had a ball. But when 
| suggested that maybe it wouldn’t be a 
bad idea if we didn’t try to drive back 
to Dallas so late at night, she straight- 
ened me out in a hurry. 

“You just point your car in the direc- 
tion of home and step on the gas, Mr. 
Franklin,” she said with friendly firm- 
ness. She wouldn’t even go for any neck- 
ing before we drove home, but she did 
let me kiss her at the door. Until then, 
| was beginning to think that I had 
wasted an evening on some cold little 
chick who thought a guy owed her a 
good time for free just because she was 
pretty to look at. After I kissed her, I 
don’t know what I thought, because my 
head was swimming and my eyes didn’t 
24 


Girls were just for fun 


seem to focus properly, and I noticed 
that when I walked down the steps of 
her house back to my car, my legs felt 
rubbery and unreliable. 

I didn’t sleep too well that night, and 
whenever I woke up, I thought about 
kissing Annie again. 


RIXIE, IT TURNED OUT, had a 
virus infection and was out for a 
week. “I would think that a fellow 
would at least call a girl,” she said to 
me icily the day she came back to work. 
“I intended to, Trixie,” I apologized. 
“I’ve just been kind of busy.” 

“So I’ve heard,” she replied, staring 
me dead in the eyes, and if looks could 
kill, they could have held my funeral 
any time. 

The truth of the matter was, I had 
been busy, very busy. A girl like Annie 
wasn’t something you could afford to 
play it loose with; there were too many 
guys willing to take up the slack. 

We went out every evening, to a 
movie or a drive-in restaurant and once 
to a party some friends of hers were hav- 
ing. And we talked; we never seemed to 
have enough time to do all the talking 
we wanted to. 

It was funny, too, some of the things 
we talked about, like how we felt about 
people and things, and what we wanted 
out of life. I told her how I had en- 
listed in the Navy after I got out of high 
school, served my stretch, and been dis- 
charged just before I went to work at 
the cab stand. I intended to use the GI 
Bill to go to college, but since I had got- 
ten out of the Navy too late to enroll for 
that school term, I had decided to work 
a year, save up some more money, then 
go on to college. 

“A man’s got to know how to do 
something in this world if he wants to 
get ahead and make something of him- 
self,” I told her, “and I sure don’t in- 
tend to drive a hack for the rest of my 
life.” And I meant it. 

Annie always got a proud gleam in 
her eye when I talked like that. 


Yeah, I had everything all planned. | 
would work and study and get myself a 
good education. Meanwhile, I didn’t in- 
tend to get tied down with responsibil- 
ities like a lot of poor jokers I had seen; 
guys who had to throw away ambition 
and opportunity because they had gotten 
themselves saddled while they were 
young and had wives and kids. 

Not me. In my young life, girls were 
just for having fun with. Even Annie. 
She was different than any girl I had 
ever known, and I was glad I realized 
it. She was just the kind of girl who 
could make a guy lose his head, forget 
about his future, and start talking about 
wedding rings and new housing develop- 
ments. But not me, boy. 

Of course, I couldn’t come right out 
and tell Annie any of this. In fact, | 
guess I really did let her think that we 
would eventually wind up before the 
preacher. I mean, what else is a girl to 
think when you start talking about love? 
I hadn’t really meant to go that far, but 
there we were parked by the lake and the 
moon was hanging like a smooth round 
piece of yellow longhorn cheese in the 
Texas sky and there was Annie, all soft 
and perfumey beside me. 

“I guess I always wondered what it 
felt like to be in love,” I said impulsive- 
ly, “and now I know. It’s wonderful.” 
Then I kissed her like kissing was the 
beginning and the end. And it really 
was the end; the living end. 

When I finally pulled away, she 
looked at me, her eyes glistening with 
unshed tears. “Oh, Johnny,” she said, 
and her arms went around my neck, 
pulling me back to her, and her mouth 
smothered mine. 

Things happened so fast after that, | 
was in a daze when I got back home. | 
had wanted her, sure. That was all I 
had thought about for weeks, how it 
would be when her body went limp 
against mine, and we melted in the 
supreme excitement of love. But now 
that it had happened, it seemed like it 
had all been a dream, and all that seemed 
real were Annie’s tears afterwards, and 
the little twinge of guilt for taking her 
like that—in a car on a lonely road. 


Be I didn’t feel guilty long. In fact, 

the only thing that I did feel was a 
burning desire to make love to her again, 
to do it with my brain sharp and clear 
so that I could remember every detail of 
how it happened, burn every bit of the 


foi 









lf a 


bil- 
en; 
‘ion 
tten 
yere 


ere 
nie. 
had 
ized 
who 
rget 
out 
lop- 


out 


fact, 
yas a 
rain, 
clear 
iil of 





pleasure of her into my memory forever. 

Only it didn’t happen like that. In 
fact, it didn’t happen again at all. It 
was two days before Annie would see me 
again and then when she did I noticed a 
kind of change in her. When I suggested 
driving out to the lake again as we sat 
eating cheeseburgers at the drive-in, she 
refused. 

“Look, Ann, baby,” I soothed her, 
“don’t take it so big. We aren’t the first 
man and woman to make love, and we 
won't be the last. There are couples do- 
ing it somewhere every night; right now, 
even.” 

‘“But I don’t do it every night, John- 
ny,” she said softly, really looking at me 
for the first time that evening. “I never 
did it before.” 

“And I’ve never been in love before, 
have you?” I said to her. 

“Oh, no, Johnny, never,” she said 
with a little cry. And then we just 
seemed to forget about our Cokes and 
sandwiches and we were in each other’s 
arms. But we still didn’t drive back out 
to the lake that night, or any other night. 

I began to get a little peeved with the 
way she was acting after a few days, and 
I was downright mad a couple of weeks 
later when she managed in a very sneaky 
way to bring up the subject of marriage. 
It was then that I really let out a blast. 
I let her know in no uncertain terms that 
college and a good job was coming first 
with me, and just because I made love to 
some broad didn’t mean I intended to 
marry her. 

At first, when I said it, I thought she 
was going to cry. But after a moment 
she said very calmly: “You're absolutely 
right, Johnny. You shouldn’t burden 
yourself before you’ve gotten the best 
education and made the best start you 
can.” 

I was sorry I had let her have it the 
way I did, but it was time she got the 
facts. 

And while I still had my bearings 
straight, I decided that maybe it was 
time I devoted a little more attention to 
Trixie. After all, she was a girl who 
would come through without a whole lot 
of conscience-searching afterwards. In 
fact, she was more than willing. 

But after fooling around with Trixie 
for about a week, I realized | just 

couldn’t muster up any real interest 
there any more. Later on, Bert took me 
around on a couple of wild parties, but 
the girls there were all Trixies of one 


sort or another. There wasn’t another 
girl like Annie, and I had to admit it. 
So it wasn’t too long before I was 
ringing her doorbell again. I figured 
maybe a little apologizing and sweet 
talk would make up for the things I’d 
said. Perhaps, if I played my cards just 
right, I could even make out with Annie 
again. And with a little feeling of long- 
ing I realized it had been better than six 








weeks since that night at the lake. 

Mr. Morris answered the door. 

“Hello, Mr. Morris,” I said. “Is An- 
nie in?” 

“Annie isn’t here,” he answered, look- 
ing at me a little strangely. “Didn’t you 
know?” 

“Know what?” I asked. 

“That Annie left town a week ago. 
She’s gone to (Continued on Page 73) 































































Bad Girl 
In The Family 


My sister was headed straight for hell. but 


nobody paid any attention to her. After 


all, | was supposed to be the bad one 


a no place like home!” I murmured, when Dad stopped 

the car in front of the house and opened the door for me. 
Laugh and call it a corny sentiment if you want to; at that mo- 
ment there wasn’t a sweeter word in all the world than “home.” 
You can’t even begin to know how I felt unless you’ve had to leave 
home in disgrace—as I did—suffer alone the greatest shame and 
humiliation that can come to a young girl—as I did—and endure, 
like me, the awful loneliness of a big city, far away from family 
and friends. 

Suddenly, I was afraid. Was it possible to go back home after 
all that had happened? I hesitated, my hand on the door handle. 
It was my mother who encouraged me. She leaned over and patted 
my hand. “Don’t think about the past,” she said, as if reading my 
mind. “All that’s over:and done with. You’re home now, and we 
love you. Remember that, Ruth.” She smiled. “Come on, now. 
Your sister’s waiting to see you.” 

My worried glance shifted from her to Dad. His expression didn’t 
change. “Does Carole know—about me?” I faltered. 

“She knows you’ve been away for a while and now you're back,” 
my mother said with finality. “That’s all anybody needs to know.” 

My fingers trembled as I gripped my battered suitcase and got out 
of the car. Suddenly, | heard a war whoop and the front door 
banged open as my sister clattered down the steps. 

“Ruth! Oh, Ruth!” she cried, throwing her arms around me in 
a bear-hug. “It’s so good to see you!” Then she stepped back, com- 
posed herself and said, “Welcome home, Ruth. I hope that—I 
mean, we're glad to see you and—oh, heck! I had a speech all 
made-up, but I’m too excited to remember!” 

I swept her into my arms. “That’s all right, darling,” I said, not 
trying to hold back the tears. “I know what you mean. And I’m 
glad to be home!” 

We walked into the house, arm in arm. I couldn’t get over the 
way Carole had changed in the two and a half years I’d been away. 
From a gawky, gangling tomboy, she had grown into a self-assured, 
lovely young lady of 16. More than once when we were growing 
up people had remarked how much we looked alike. I was sure 
this was no longer true. 

Carole’s shapely figure and smooth features fairly glowed with 
health and vitality. There was an appealingly wholesome air about 
her. Even at my best, I felt my shoulders sagging from the weight 
of experience far beyond my years; my personality was beaten 
down; and the sparkle that once was in my eyes was just a memory. 

Inside, the house hadn’t changed much (Continued on Page 66) 
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Vaybe I was wrong in doing what I did, but it meant every- 


thing to me. It meant keeping my husband and marriage 


safe, and what woman wouldn’t risk anything for that? 


! WAS MORE THAN fourteen years 

ago, in 1944, but at this moment it 
seems like yesterday. For a long time I 
refused to think about it, but today I 

an close my eyes and see it all—I can 

feel once more the ecstasy, and then the 
fear and misery. 

I can see again the little room where 
| was living, the desk at which I sat to 
write Stanley the wonderful news. I had 
become pregnant when he was home on 
his last furlough. I had waited until I 

as perfectly sure to write him because 
| knew how much it meant to him and I 
lidn’t want to risk another disappoint- 
ent. 

There had been several disappoint- 
ments on that score in the eight years of 

marriage. I wanted a child, of 
yurse, I think every normal woman 
loes. But I believe Stanley wanted one 
en more. There was something in him 
hat craved that sort of immortality. He 
felt that if he died without leaving a 
hild behind he would not have fulfilled 
nis destiny. 

[ remember writing the words, “I just 

w it will be a son, and I know too 

that’s what you want although you're too 

lite to tell me it wouldn’t be quite the 
ame having a girl—” 

| could picture him smiling when he 

ad that, and knew he’d write a quick 

ial. But he did want a son, because 
e wanted to continue the name of Stan- 
Caruthers. It wasn’t an important 
ne to the world at large, but it was 


portant to us. Generations of Caru- 


thers men had been schoolteachers, like 
my husband was—and I myself, for that 
matter. They had never accumulated 
any money, of course, but they had left 
their mark. And I knew that it was the 
hope of my imaginative, sensitive hus- 
band that there would always be a Caru- 
thers teaching somewhere in this coun- 
try, leaving the imprint of the born 
teacher who imparts to his students his 
ideals as well as his knowledge. Oh, a 
daughter would be fine, of course, but a 
daughter couldn’t perpetuate the name 
of Caruthers. 

I went down to the corner to mail the 
letter. There was also a letter to the 
school board, telling them I would have 
to leave my position at the end of the 
term. I was almost back at my door 
when I saw the messenger boy with the 
telegram, and I knew with a sinking of 
my heart that it was for me. 

I had to carry it into my room before 
I had the strength to read it. I remem- 
ber that I read it over and over. 
“Wounded in action. Not critical, will 
advise condition.” 

I tried to tell myself it wasn’t anything 
bad, but somehow I knew it was. Not 
that the official letter which followed told 
me anything definite. [ still had no idea, 
from the vague references, what my hus- 
band’s trouble was. Not until he was 
strong enough to write himself, and by 
that time he had received my letter. 

He told me first how wonderful it was 
to know that we would have a child. And 
then he told me bluntly what had hap- 








F never thought f would father a foot- 
ll player,” Stanley said, watching little 
Stan go out the door. 
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pened to him in battle. 

| guess it happens to a lot of soldiers in 
battle, you just don’t hear much about it, 
it isn’t the sort of thing people talk about. 
Stanley’s wounds would heal, but, as he 
put it, he would no longer be a complete 


man. 

“Oh, Edith,” he wrote, and I could al- 
most hear the sob in his voice, “it isn’t 
fair to you. I don’t know what it would 
do to a woman, living with a man who 
can no longer really make love to you. 
[ want you to know, darling, that you’re 
free to divorce me, free to find a new life 
for yourself. You are young and lovely, 
and you deserve somebody who is a 
complete man.” 

[t was easy enough to answer that let- 
ter. The answer came from my heart. 

Stanley, darling,” I wrote, “our mar- 
riage has been wonderful, but it was be- 
cause we had so much more for each 
other than physical love. I could never 
feel that way about anyone else, and 
we'll still have that other important 
thing—and now we'll have more, our 
baby to share and love. The physical 
part of marriage isn’t what matters to 
me, believe me, sweetheart. I just want 
ou to come back to me. 

“And as to being young and lovely, 
well, | wonder if something has hap- 
pened to your memory. I’m twenty-eight 
and that’s not so young—you’re only 
thirty yourself. And I was never lovely. 


0 


I knew it was a ter- 
rible thing I had 
done all these 
years, making 
Stanley think the 
But 
what man wants to 


know that he isn’t 


boy was his. 


really the father 
of the child he 


calls his own? 


I’m a rather plain schoolmarm, and if 
you want to delude yourself by thinking 
I’m _ lovely—well, wouldn’t I be the 
world’s fool not to hang on to a man 
with such a wonderful delusion? Oh, 
sweet, what I’m trying to say is that I 
love you, I need you, and nothing else 
matters. . . .” 

He was still in an overseas hospital 
when I went to our local hospital to 
have my baby. I was scared, of course, 
but when the pains started in the middle 
of the night, I didn’t even phone any- 
body. There were friends who would 
have stood by, but I had no relatives, 
and there was nobody I wanted with me 
but Stanley anyhow. 

I went into semi-private to save 
money, and they put me in the room 
with a beautiful young girl who had just 
had her baby a few hours before. She 
gave me a crooked smile when I started 
to undress and said, “You too? Another 
victim. Aren’t women stupid?” 

I thought she was groggy and didn’t 
know what she was saying. And then 
in the events of the next twelve hours I 
forgot all about her. It was all pretty 
terrible, but at last I heard a voice say, 
“A fine boy,” and that was all that mat- 
tered. I was already planning my letter 
to Stanley when I fell asleep. 

When I woke up I was back in the 
room and the girl in the next bed was 
looking at me sort of oddly, I thought. 


A nurse came in and took my tempera. 
ture and felt my pulse, and when | 
asked for my baby she gave some sort 
of evasive answer, and hurried out. The 
girl turned her face to the wall and | 
thought she was asleep. And then the 
doctor came. 

Even now I can’t bear to remember 
what he said—*A heart deformity prob- 
ably. He wasn’t blue, seemed all right 
just at birth. And then an hour later— 
oh, I’m so sorry, Mrs. Caruthers. It’s 
just one of those tragic things that hap- 
pen sometimes.” 

I remember staring at him, not want- 
ing to understand. But the words were 
wrenched from me, “You mean my 
baby’s dead?” 

He nodded and I started to scream. 
A nurse gave me a hypo, I guess. But 
when I woke up I was screaming again. 
And the next two days were a blur of 
agony. 

I began to realize, finally, that I could 
learn to live with my own tragedy. But 
the thing I couldn’t bear was the heart- 
break it would mean to Stanley. The 
thing that had happened to him made it 
doubly important that he should have a 
son to come back to. Oh, how could I 
ever find the courage to write and tell 
him there would never be a child of our 
own? 


‘ RADUALLY I BECAME AWARE 
of the girl in the next bed. I 
could never bear to look when she 
nursed her baby, but one day she started 
a conversation. She said, “I’m sorry 
about your baby, sorry because you 
seem to care so much. Now me, I don’t 
want my baby. Oh, I don’t mean I 
wanted him to die, I just don’t want to 
keep him.” 

I stared at her, seeing the pretty face 
as belonging to a monster. She gave a 
hard little laugh, “Oh, you wouldn’t 
either if you were in my fix. Ned and 
I never got married. We were going to, 
just waiting for money. And then he got 
in trouble trying to get the money—held 
up a filling station, the stupid idiot. He’s 
in prison now, and here I am stuck with 
his kid.” 

[ snapped out of myself long enough 
to ask through tight lips, “What are you 
going to do with the baby?” 

“My mother says she wants it. She’s 
coming in from the farm tomorrow and 
she'll take it back—says she can give it 
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a good home. She can’t though, she and 
my dad are dirt poor and I never had 
what I’d call a good home. I was going 
to have him adopted no matter what 
she said, went to an agency before he 
was born. I thought they’d pay me 
something if he turned out to be a good, 
healthy baby, but they said they 
wouldn’t. So I got mad and said I’d just 
let my mother have it, and I walked 
out.” 

I started to cry again. Here was a 
baby born to a woman who wanted to 
sell him, while our baby would have had 
parents who would have done anything 
in the world to keep him. Oh, it just 
wasn’t fair! 

The girl’s mother, Mrs. Blake, came 
the next day. She was a plain woman 
with a good face, but obviously life had 
been hard on her and the blow of her 
daughter’s behavior was almost too 
much to bear. I’d hear them arguing 
even when I tried not to listen. She said 
once she didn’t want the girl, Margie, 
ever to see the baby, that she didn’t want 
him to grow up knowing how he hap- 
pened to be. 

And Margie snapped, “I don’t want 
to see him after I get out of here. I 
want to get another job and stay in the 
city. But if you’re going to be so up- 
pity, well, I'll just give him to somebody 
else.” 

And then she sat bolt upright in bed 
and cried, “Say, Mrs. Caruthers, why 
don’t I give him to you?” 

At first I was as stunned as the girl’s 
mother. At that moment it didn’t seem 
possible that I could want the baby of 
this hard-faced girl and her jailbird boy 
friend. But as the girl went on, talking 
nonsense about how she bet | was rich 
and could do a lot for a kid, I found 
myself thinking along a new line. Stan- 
ley was all that mattered really, not my 
personal feelings. And I hadn’t brought 
myself to write to Stanley yet. He didn’t 
know his baby was dead, maybe he never 
need know! But this last thought I 
didn’t quite put into words even in my 
own mind until about forty-eight hours 
later. 

The girl’s mother, meanwhile, had 
asked her a whispered question, then she 
came over to my bed. Her face was 
kind, “You lost your baby, Mrs. Caru- 
thers? I’m sorry, but there'll be others.” 

I shook my head, “There won’t. My 
husband was hurt in the war, we can 


never have another. And we want one 
so badly.” 

I started to cry, and her arms were 
very gentle when she held me. After a 
long time she said thoughtfully, “You 
know, it might not be such a bad idea— 
if you want to do it, I mean. We’re old, 
my husband and I. We'd do our best 
for the child, but you could do better. I 
didn’t want Margie to give him to an 
agency, maybe nobody would adopt him 
and he’d grow up in an asylum. Or if he 
were adopted we’d never know who had 
him. But if you took him, well, it would 
be different.” 

Well, it wasn’t settled right at that 
moment, of course. I was too confused 
to even know what I wanted. But I 
knew before the next two days had 
passed, and then it was settled. Not 
without a row between Mrs. Blake and 
Margie, however. The girl demanded 
that I pay her for her baby. I didn’t 
have much money, but by that time I 
was firmly convinced that the only way 
to save Stanley from heartbreak was to 
carry out the crazy scheme the other 
two women and I had dreamed up there 
in that hospital room. And feeling that 
way, of course I’d have sold everything 
I owned to pay for the baby, if neces- 
sary. I had seen him closely by then. 
He was a fine child, about Stanley’s col- 
or, and he had a wide mouth which was 
one of my husband’s characteristics. Oh, 
surely the deception would work—and 
the possibility that it would was worth 
more money than I owned. 

But Mrs. Blake cried, “You'll not take 
a cent from this lady. She’s the one 
who’s doing you a favor, offering your 
child a decent home which you wouldn’t 
give him if you could. If you let her 
take the baby you'll leave this city and 
go somewhere else—I’ll find the money 
for your ticket, but that’s all I'll do. 
And you'll promise me you'll never 
bother Mrs. Caruthers again and never 
see your son because it will be her son 
the minute she leaves this hospital with 
him.” 

And somehow in her righteous anger 
the old lady summoned the respect the 
girl had probably never shown her be- 
fore. Margie shrugged and gave up. 

Well, it went surprisingly easily after 
that. There had, of course, been a no- 
tice of the baby’s death in the vital sta- 
tistics. I had allowed the hospital to 
make arrangements for the burial and 


had been too upset to notify any of my 
friends, for which I was thankful now. 

Well, by that time I was really think- 
ing of the baby as my own. I had writ- 
ten Stanley such glowing accounts of 
him that I’d fallen into the habit of be- 
lieving my own deceptions. When I said 
he looked like his father, I believed it. 
And though there were times when my 
heart ached dreadfully for my own son, 
the warm, healthy little body in my arms © 
did at least partially fill the need. Be- 
cause a baby is after all a baby—a 
wonderful, innocent little creature who 
needs care and demands love. By the 
time my husband came home | truly 
loved the little boy whom we would 
christen Stanley Caruthers, the fourth 
to bear that name. And I had smothered 
all feelings of guilt at my deception. 

Stanley came home when the baby 
was three months old, a thinner, more 
solemn Stanley with a haunted expres- 
sion in his eyes, an expression which 
soon disappeared. And one thing I knew 
truly—the expression would not have 
disappeared so quickly if it had not 
been for the child he believed to be his 
son. Oh, I know I did wrong—decep- 
tion is always wrong, and in my case it 
was even illegal. But having the baby 
in our home was a Godsend for my hus- 
band, nevertheless. 

I would have tried my best, of course, 
to convince him that I loved him none 
the less because he could no longer be 
my husband in the physical sense. But 
it would have been hard to convince 
him of that had he not found me so ab- 
sorbed in the child, if he had not been 
so able and ready to share that absorp- 
tion. Stan immediately became the focal 
point of our life together, and I know 
my husband could not have loved his 
own baby any more. Neither, for that 
matter, could I by that time. 


"HERE WERE some pangs through- 
out the years—like the time Stanley 
looked at our husky, broad-shouldered 
little son and remarked, “He’s taller and 
heavier than any kid his age in the 
neighborhood. I was always the light- 
est in my neighborhood. How about the 
men in your family—they weren’t giants, 
were they?” 
They had all been small and slim, as 
I myself, and I didn’t dare lie about 
that for fear he’d some day meet some- 
body who (Continued on Page 59) 
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They lived in a bright, glamorous, happy 


world of their own, my father and pretty stepmother. 


they loved me. 


LL THE WAY back on the bus to 
“* Compton I kept remembering ex- 
citing things about her. Her enticing, 
rounded figure, her shining hair and 
small, straight features, the way her 
white teeth glistened when she smiled. 
She wore the prettiest clothes, too! 
Slinky stuff—the kind I adored and 
Mother always said in a decisive voice 
were too old and suggestive for me. 
Little prickles ran up my back and down 
my arms when I remembered the low- 
cut green satin evening gown of Connie’s 
that she had given me. It was down in 
the very bottom of my suitcase. I didn’t 
know exactly what I was going to do 
about it. Mother would have a fit when 
| said I wanted to wear it to the Junior 
Hop next month. 


52 


Why couldn’t I share that world with them? 


The dress looked almost as keen on 
me as it did on Connie, though she filled 
it out a little more. I grinned, remem- 
bering how Daddy had whistled when 
she modeled it for me. She’d looked at 
him out of the corners of her flashing 
eyes and walked up to him, wiggling her 
hips like a chorus girl—and then the 
three of us had burst into hoots of irre- 
pressible laughter. Gee, my new step- 
mother was swell! No wonder Daddy 
had fallen in love with her! I loved her 
too, almost as much as I loved my hand- 
some father. 

Or Mother. 
easiness stirred within me as the bus 
pulled into the station and I caught sight 
of Mother’s plain, sweet face eagerly 
looking up at the windows for a glimpse 


For some reason, un- 





They said 


If they meant it, how could they possibly shut me out? 


of me. Was I being disloyal to her? 

I was her whole world, since she and 
Daddy were divorced. She’d had a bad 
shock when Daddy told her he wanted 
his freedom. I didn’t like to remember 
those awful months when Daddy 
wouldn’t come home, and she’d gone 
around looking so gray and gaunt and 
strained, as if she might turn to ashes if 
you touched her. I’d almost hated Daddy 
then, for what he was doing to her and 
me. But this week’s visit with him and 
Connie had taught me a lot. Getting to 
know her, getting reacquainted with him 
had made me understand things. Seeing 
him for the first time after six long, 
lonely months without him had made 
me know all over again just how wor 
derful he was! 
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I overheard my stepmother telephon- 
ing my father to make sure he was 
planning to ship me back to mother. 
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I thought of wearing my old white formal 
to the dance, but why shouldn’t I wear my 
green one to remind me of my foolishness? 
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“Did you have a nice time, dear?” 
Mother’s soft eyes had a wistful light, 
and suddenly I knew that, in spite of the 
way he had hurt her, she still loved 
Daddy devotedly. Gently, I reached out 
and tucked a wisp of straying hair back 
behind her ear. 

Poor Mother! She’d never had a 
chance against Connie, really. In her 
quiet print dress and her sensible, low- 
heeled shoes, she looked almost drab be- 
side the memory of Connie. Tired, too. 
She looked tired lots of times now since 
we'd moved here to Compton and she’d 
gone to work in an airplane plant. She 
had a little cough that wouldn’t clear up, 
too, though she kept taking medicine for 
it Daddy sent her money for my sup- 
port, of course, but Mother wouldn’t 
take anything from him. I’d overheard 
her talking to the lawyer the night he 
came to the house. “If he doesn’t want 


chocolate sundae to fill up that yawning 
hole beneath your ribs.” Connie didn’t 
like to cook, and we’d eaten malts and 
hamburgers at the drive-in several times. 
When we went to a show, Daddy just 
thought it was funny that I could absorb 
candy-bars and popcorn steadily for two 
hours. Daddy sure loved me! He let me 
do exactly as I pleased, gave me every- 
thing I wanted! How could I ever have 
thought that he didn’t care about me, 
just because he had stopped loving 
Mother? 

It was hard to settle down to the dull 
routine of school and chores after the 
free days of my vacation. I’d done the 
dishes for Mother since I was knee-high, 
but since she was working I’d taken over 
most of the preparation for supper. I’d 
sort of liked making salads and cookies, 
and setting the table with a gay cloth 
and our pottery dishes. Now, suddenly, 


All I meant to Mother was duty and a responsibility, 


and all I was to Daddy was a reminder to send another 


check. 


me for his wife, I can’t accept money 
from him,” she’d said flatly. 

The stiffness of Mother’s backbone 
showed up at the most unexpected times. 
Like that first date I had with Roger 
Morton, when she’d told him firmly, 
“Patty has to be in by eleven o’clock, so 
please don’t be late.” 

I'd groused about it on the way to the 
show, but Roger said airily, “She’s 
your mother, isn’t she? She’s got a 
right to call the shots. Maybe she fig- 
ures she’d better keep close tabs on a 
glamor girl like you.” Roger was so un- 
derstanding. He didn’t seem to mind 
how strict Mother was, the way some of 
the other fellows did. 

“I made some fruit jello for supper,” 
Mother said, as we got on the streetcar. 
She gave me a quick, sidewise look and 
added, “I hope you didn’t forget and eat 
a lot of sweets while you were gone, 
Patty. You know how bad it is for your 
skin.” A little spark of irritation flared 
up in me. Couldn’t Mother ever stop 
preaching? Couldn’t I do what I wanted 
just once in a while? 

Daddy hadn’t watched every move I 
made! He'd just hand over some change 
and say, “Here, kid, go get yourself a 


Didn’t anybody anywhere just plain love me? 





it bored me. Instead of being interest- 
ing, it had turned to an annoying task. 

Why couldn’t we eat out once in a 
while? I wondered, the way Daddy and 
Connie did? The little apartment that 
had seemed so homey looked unattrac- 
tive, as confining as a cage. I hated to 
come home after hated the 
thought of being cooped up night after 
night, with only Mother for company 
while I did my lessons. Maybe seeing 
Daddy again had made me realize how 
lop-sided and empty my life really was. 
Why couldn’t I spend six months of the 
year up in Nashville with Daddy the way 
some other kids I knew whose parents 
Home wasn’t home 


school, 


were divorced did? 
any more when half my heart was some- 
place else—maybe more than half, I 
thought guiltily, but with an aching 
pang inside. 


ae ere seemed to go wrong 

4 after that. The longing to be back 
with Connie and Daddy was an actual, 
physical ache inside me. I kept think- 
ing about all the fun we’d had together, 
the shows we’d seen, the time we’d gone 
to the stock car races. 

Mother never wanted to have fun any 


more. All she ever did after supper was 
read or wash out things or mend. Why 
didn’t she get herself a boy friend or 
something? But then, what man would 
get interested in a woman who couldn’t 
talk about anything but her daughter 
and her home? Mother wasn’t too bad 
looking after you got to know her, but if 
she ever wanted to get married again, 
she’d have to touch up that streak of 
gray in her hair and loosen up a little. ° 
Like Connie. 

I sighed yearningly, remembering my 
stepmother’s silvery laughter and flam- 
boyant, striking looks that made all the 
men in the vicinity turn around and 
stare at her. I sure hoped I’d turn out 
to be that attractive and desirable, 
though I’d probably never make it, with 
my combination of Daddy’s brown eyes 
and Mother’s no-color-exactly hair. 

As one day plodded along after an- 
other that fall, everything seemed to get 
under my skin. Nothing went right at 
school. My grades fell off, I came out 
last in the French Club’s election for of- 
ficers, and I missed the tryouts for the 
class play because I came down with a 
cold. All the boys I’d been dating ex- 
cept Roger seemed to lose interest in 
me all of a sudden and started dating 
other girls. The clothes Mother made 
for me, that I’d always thought were 
neat, looked frowsy and frumpy to me 
hanging in the closet beside the green 
gown of Connie’s. 

Mother hadn’t seen the dress yet. I 
hadn’t figured out yet how to bring the 
subject up. I’d covered it with a sheet 
and stuck it way back in the corner, but 
every night before I went to bed I took 
it out and looked at it, running my hand 
across the slippery fabric, remember- 
ee 

Roger stopped me in the hall one day 
a couple of weeks before the dance. 
“Why so glum, Patty?” he asked with 
a smile. “You’ve been going around 
lately looking as if you’d lost your last 
friend.” 

I tried to smile back as he fell into 
step beside me, but my feet dragged and 
my shoulders drooped. I couldn’t tell 
him that I wanted to go back to Nash- 
ville, that I'd got so I resented the very 
sight of my mother because she had 
brought me here where I couldn’t see 
Daddy often. I shrugged. “Just a gen- 
eral state of mind,” I answered. 

“All you (Continued on Page 71) 
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“What's the cause of most di- 


vorces?” 


a reporter asked. 


“Men,” I answered quickly. 


\7OW, REMEMBER, let me do all 
the talking,” Martin said as he 
ed me out of the courtroom. 
Whatever you say. Oh, you were 
nderful, Martin!” I gushed. 
just grunted and steered me to the 
The moment we stepped out into 
yrridor a group of reporters and 
graphers ran up to us. Martin 
ed them away. “No comment, fel- 
he said with a grim smile. “Sor- 
But the newsmen crowded even 
“Come on, give her a break,” 
n said. 
low about giving us a -break, Mrs. 
er?” one of the men said to me, 
ring Martin. “This sets some kind 


of marriage record, doesn’t it?” 

“Why, I don’t know what you mean,” 
I said lightly. After my legal victory | 
found all the attention very pleasant. It 
was like being a celebrity. 

“You’ve had four husbands,” the re- 
porter said. “Our readers would like to 
know if you’re shooting at Tommy Man- 
ville’s record.” 

Martin tugged at my arm. “Thelma, 
I strongly advise against any cheap pub- 
licity or—” 

“At least I can be polite,” I told him. 
“The newspapers have already played 
up my divorce case and | might as well 
make a statement so people can get my 
side of the story.” 


“You're a good sport, Mrs. Gardner,” 
a photographer grinned, aiming his cam- 
era at me. “How about moving a little 
closer to her, Mr. Dale?” 

“No thanks!” Martin snapped, and 
moved away from me. Another photog: 
rapher ran up and as the flash guns and 
shutters clicked, Martin called out, “T'll 
be at the bar across the street when 
you've finished.” 

I wanted him to stay, but couldn’t very 
well run after him. Martin disapproved 
so strongly that I wondered if 1 was do- 
ing the right thing. But trying to answer 
all the questions the reporters tossed at 
me gave me no chance to compose a sim- 
ple statement. Instead, I found myself 













ner, 
cam- 


little 


and 
»tog- 
and 
“Tl 


vhen 


very 
»ved 


swer 


d at 


self 








on the defensive and at the same time 
trying to make my position clear. 

“In your opinion, what’s the cause of 
most divorces?” one reporter demanded 
as they followed me to my car. 

“Men!” I was only half serious, but 
at the moment I could think of nothing 
more profound. They seemed so pleased 
with my answer, writing furiously in 
their notebooks, that I gave them more 
of the same. 

“Those four husbands you had, did 
they have anything in common?” 

“Yes. They were all heels!” I laughed. 
“But seriously, fellows,” I added, “I 
have nothing against men. I’m willing 
to give marriage another chance.” 


Many 


trips to a divorce court. 


“Any idea when? Or with who? Mrs. 
Gardner?” 

“Well, in a few years there'll be rocket 
ships to outer space. Maybe I'd have 
better luck up there.” That got a big 
laugh and I wondered why Martin 
wanted to keep me away from such nice 
people. 

“You’ve been represented by Attorney 
Dale in your last three divorce suits,” 
another chimed in. “Is there any sig- 
nificance to that?” 


I shook my head emphatically. “None, 
except that Martin is my very good 
friend and a darn good lawyer. I'd be 
lost without him.” 

“Are you speaking legally or roman- 


HA ushands 


I had trekked to the altar with four males, and made as many 





What was the matter with men? 


tically, Mrs. Gardner?” 

I gave the reporter a playful slap. 
“Nothing like that, I assure you. I’m 
just another client to him.” 

Feeling rather gay and light-hearted, 
I ended the interview and decided to 
join Martin. I found him hunched over 
his drink, looking depressed. 

“Don’t be so glum, darling. Smile! 
I said, taking the stool next to him. I 
gave the bartender my order and 
squeezed Martin’s hand. “I feel so—so 
free, darling! Thanks for everything.” 

“Better wait until you get the bill for 
my services,” he muttered. 

“I don’t care how much you charge. 
You’re worth every cent,” I said sincere- 
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Just use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 


your skin. Modern science knows no 

faster way of lightening skin. 
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ly. “I'll gladly pay, especially since you 
got such a nice fat settlement from T. J. 
Gardner, my tightwad ‘ex’.” 

He rubbed his hand over his face. “I 
hope you didn’t sound off to those re- 
porters. I should have stayed with you.” 

“I was very proper,” I said, wriggling 
my shoulders. “You would have been 
proud of me.” 

“1 doubt it.” 

| pulled him around to face me. 
“What’s wrong, Martin?” | demanded. 
“Ever since the decree was granted, 
you've been acting as if you’d Jost the 
case.” 

“That’s because there never should 
have been a case in the first place, Thel- 
ma!” he said sharply. 

“But, Martin! You know it was. 
know it was impossible for me to stay 
with T. J. any longer.” 

“All I know is the marriage should 
never have taken place!” His outburst 
left me speechless and I just sat there 
“Honestly, Thelma, 
have 


You 


staring at him. 


haven’t you begun to some 


solutely unsuited for marriage.” 

“You speak from experience, so I can't 
argue with your statistics,” he said sar. 
castically. “My point is, you should 
have thought about what kind of a guy 
T. J. was before you married him.” 

I wrinkled my nose at him. “Imagine 
what that would do to the practice of a 
big-time divorce lawyer like you!” 

He signalled for another round of 
drinks. “Believe it or not, Thelma, but 
most divorce lawyers—the ethical ones, 
anyway—imake every effort to reconcile 
the contesting parties. We’d rather lose 
a fee if it meant saving a marriage.” 

“I believe you, Martin,” I said. “But 
nobody on God’s green earth could have 
saved my last marriage. Or any of the 
others, for that matter.” 

“No one but you,” he told me bluntly. 
“What I’m saying is that you should 
have known in advance how things 
would turn out. You knew how tight T. 
J. was with his money. Before that, you 
knew that Hal Waring was still tied to 
his mother’s apron strings. Yet, each 


My first husband was a child, my second a philan- 


derer, my third a mama’s boy and my fourth an old 


miser. 


doubts?” he asked, softening his voice. 

“About what?” 

“About your marriages that inevitably 
end up in the divorce court. Haven't 
you ever stopped to wonder why?” he 
asked. 

“I know why, “Each 
time I get married | honestly want it to 
work out. But you’re suggesting it’s al- 
ways my fault.” 

He shrugged. “The only other answer 
is that all men are no good.” 

“See! You even admit it yourself,” | 
said triumphantly. 

“TI admit nothing, Thelma.” He shook 
his head. “That answer is too easy, a 
little too cut-and-dried. Surely there are 
some decent men in this world.” 

“Names, telephone numbers, please,” 
I smiled. Then, seeing a look of impa- 
tience cross his face, | added quickly, 
“I don’t mean to make a joke of it, Mar- 
tin. There may be some decent men in 
the world, but I do believe that 99 and 
44/100 per cent of them aren’t. They 
fit into three or four types that are ab- 


°° 


I answered. 


Who expected me to stay married to them? 





time you barged ahead and married a 
man you couldn’t possibly get along 
with.” 

“If I stopped to consider all those 
things I’d never get married,” I pouted. 

“That’s the general idea,” he said 
quietly. 

| made wet circles on the bar with the 
bottom of my glass. “Let’s have it, Mar- 
tin. All this is leading up to something.” 

“I’ve made up my mind not to handle 
any more of your divorces,” he said ab- 
ruptly after a pause. 

“Why?” He didn’t answer. “Is it be- 
cause I talked to those reporters. Mar- 
tin?” 

He shook his head. “It’s just that—’ 
well, a lawyer has to believe in his case, 
in his client.” 

“And you no longer believe in me?” 
I gave a short, bitter laugh. “And | 
thought you were different. I thought 
I could always count on you. but you're 
just like all the rest.” 

“That’s the way it is, Thelma. I’m 
sorry,” he said. (Continued on Page 56) 
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PSALM Prayer CANDLE 


Light this curious Candie, be amazed, thrilled, 
fascinated to see a Psalm Prayer Number 
creeping out! Each Candle has different sets 
of {2 secret 3 figure Psalm Numbers, each 
hidden Number is different. Pray for your 
desires with this strange Candie! The Number 


to highly please! Widely known! Start Now! 
98¢ a Candle with list of Psalms, Postpaid. 
Money Back Guaranteed! Copyright ’58— 
Dept. 32, , P.S. BUREAU CO., Box 72, 
Gen. P. O., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 
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Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
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sore masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
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REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus | Hr or =_ $2.00 cash or 
xoney order and I will pay postag: 
FREE with every ‘qoders Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-T 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N.Y. 














N BUFFALO, N. Y., woman psychologist Dr. Cleo Dawson addressed members of 

an advertising club, advised proper husband reaction to a wife’s nagging. Said 

she: “Don’t hesitate. Knock her down. Absolutely flatten her. That’s what she 
really wants. She'll love you for it.” 

In Memphis, Tenn., James Fly, 28, stole a painting from a friend’s house, had 
no trouble passing it on to an unsuspecting, religious-minded buyer since the portrait 
was of Jesus Christ. 

In Jefferson County, Ala., Mrs. Mary Ann Murphy spent a busy day in court 
getting rid of four husbands. Explained she: In 1938, she married William Smith 
of Reform, Ala., only to find out two months later that he had another wife. So 
in 1941, feeling free, she married William Powell, learned three months later that 
he, too, had a wife. Her faith in men still unshattered, she took Willie Hinton as 
her mate in 1949, but he abandoned her in seven months. In 1949, she married 
Eddie Bradford. Although well acquainted with the marriage ceremony, she never. 


tried the process of divorce. 
* 7~ * 


In Wilmington, N. C., chastised by cult leader Bishop C. M. (Daddy) Grace, 
House of Prayer for All People treasurer, Millie Johnson, humbly vacated the pulpit, 
taking with her $250 she had collected from the congregation. 

* * * 

In Detroit, police arrested a 38-year-old man for drunkenness, did a double take 

when they booked him. His name: Robert Booze. 
* * * 

In Danville, Ga., becoming disgusted with her car’s erratic performance, 20-year- 
old Sanford Smith, doused it with gasoline, tossed a lighted match to it, wound 
up getting arrested for arson. 

. * * 

In Miami, Fla., recovering from critical injuries he received last May when 25 
sticks of dynamite blew up in his face, construction worker Robert Isom told how 
he survived the blast: “I just prayed and prayed and told the Lord I had seven 
children and couldn’t afford to die.” 

* * * 

In Chicago, 78-year-old Ernest Ruler, alleged “dean” of the city’s burglars with 
30 accumulated years of prison time to his credit, was ordered back to jail for four 
more for breaking parole, observed wryly: “There’s no fool like an old fool.” 

In Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I., employees of the Banana Industrial Board pon- 
dered how to abide by the new instructions printed on their non-transparent pay 
envelopes. The notice: “Check your money before opening envelope. Once en- 
velope is opened, no claim will be entertained.” 

* * * 

In Chicago, IIl., elongated basketball star Wilt (The Stilt) Chamberlain reflected 
on the social problems of being seven feet tall: “I have no problem getting 
dates, but my problem is where do I put my arms when I’m trying to dance with a 
gal who is, say, five-eight?” 
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A™ of fun to make” idea for Christmas and the kiddies is a cookie house 

covered with thick white icing and yummy cookies. The cookie house can be 
the home of any fairy tale character or the youngsters can create their own 
make-believe lodgers. Doors and windows are made from cookies, either those 
baked at home or commercially. Basis of the house is a cardboard frame, and it’s 
so easy to make your own. The dripping icicles are made of frosting. For a special 
holiday effect, sprinkle colored sugar on top. Write for cookie and frosting recipes. 
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Caramel Pecan Rolls 
Warm, fragrant, homemade Caramel Pecan Rolls, oozing 
vith brown sugar and pecans, can now be made from start to 
finish in less than an hour and a half. This new baking idea 
calls for Bisquick, yeast, one bowl, only one rising period. 
































Holiday Yeast Rolls 
{ quick and easy yeast recipe is used to make this luscious 
coffee treat” with a minimum of time and effort. Warm yeast 
bread rolled around candied fruits, cinnamon and butter, is 
topped with red candied cherries, pecans and icing. 


Molasses Plum Pudding 
This pudding can be made one day, several days, or a week before 
using. After steaming, remove from the mold and wrap it in waxed 
paper: then store in refrigerator. Re-steam it about one hour 
before serving, in the same greased mold originally used. 


New Holiday Treats 


Peremqens IS A SPECIAL TIME of the year filled with 

gaiety, warmth and loving kindness. Behind each decora- 
tive door is a beehive of excitement, for the season of hustle 
and bustle has arrived. In answer to the family invitation 
“Drop in to see our tree,” doors will open frequently to wel- 
come friends and relatives. Enjoy these gay holiday get-to- 
gethers by entertaining informally in the living room by the 


rosy glow of the Christmas tree. 


In every home, holidays are a combination of legend and 


custom, depending upon the family’s likes and dislikes. As 
every child knows, regardless of his heritage, Santa Claus starts 
his annual Christmas journey from the North Pole and visits 
all the good children in the world. It’s only natural that he 
will especially enjoy the luscious tidbits of holiday fare that 
are left out for him. TAN’s “Holiday Treats” will be enjoyed 
by both family and friends. Write to TAN if you wish recipes 
for any of them. 


Christmas Pancakes 


For a special treat on Christmas morning, 
serve hot pancakes with maple whip. To 
make maple whip, cream % cup soft but- 
ter, then add 1 cup maple syrup and beat 
until smooth. Roll the pancakes first, then 
pour maple whip over them and serve. 







rrang' 
arp Ci 


ream ¢ 


of 
























Turkey Red Devils Ice Cream Party Pretties 
before range buttered toast on a shallow baking pan and top with sliced To make these ice cream pretties you will need pints of ice cream 
arp cheese, sliced tomatoes, and sliced, cooked turkey. Season 1 can of —a variety of flavors and colors make it more festive—tinted 
ream of mushroom soup with cayenne and mustard. Spread 2 spoon- whipped cream, a pastry tube and various decorative accessories 
ls of soup over each sandwich and brown in hot oven 15 minutes. like red and green cherries, chocolate bits and varicolored shot. 
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Curried Rice and Apple Sauce 


Saute 1 cup sliced onions in 3 cup but- 
ter until tender and golden brown. Add 
11% cups cooked rice and 2 cups canned 
applesauce. Mix I teaspoon curry pow- 
der with a little cold water. Add a feu 
grains of salt and heat thoroughly. 
Serve as an accompaniment with stews. 
chops and chicken. Makes 4 to 6 gen- 
erous servings. 




















eee sd it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
upand wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth . . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 

The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 
Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone. But AM E RI CAN 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to CAN CER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. G () « FTV 














 proneiasae’ is a busy time for “Santa Claus” 
shoppers who see to it that stockings are filled and 
everyone is happy on Christmas morning. Knowing 
what is wanted, what is needed and what is expected 
is a big chore for the family shopper. 

For the children, the answer is usually easy, espe- 
cially if they’ve written letters to Santa Claus or made 
their yearly visit to toyland. Often a child has made | 
his Christmas list months in advance and can tell with- 
out hesitation exactly what he hopes to find under the 
tree on Christmas morning. Adults are usually a bit 
more subtle, but with careful prying, it is easy to dis- 
cover their likes and dislikes. Sometimes it’s wise to 
be direct and ask their preferences instead of buying a 
useless, unnecessary gift. Chances are they will ap- 
preciate your request and comply. 

TAN’s selection of gifts will please every member 
of the family. 




























Junior sewing machine has Four-car pull train has Choo 
case, thimble, needles, scissors. Choo chimes. In gay colors. 





Designed for children is elec- 
tric telechron puppy clock. 
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Insulated ice keeper, made of Eight-piece Caddy Set of tum- Buffet has 12-cup carafe, 2-qt. | 
styrene in gay colors, gold trim. blers is decorated in gold. casserole, on electric tray. } 





for Sister 


for Dad 


Cloth belt with adjustable met- Men will like Wash ’N Wear 
al buckle has matching tie. hangers. Just dip in suds, rinse. 
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Winter 


l HE WORD from experts in the field of fashion is that 

“this season’s coats are designed for instant feminine 
veal, and practically guaranteed to please the most dis- 
1ing woman. Coats have come into their own as a fash- 
ible focal point and do more than merely cover the 
lerneath silhouette. 
leverly cut and artfully tailored, the new approach to 
ts appears in many moods to suit the figure. Shaggy fur 
ds, mohair and wide lavish plaids are fabric news. Much 


breasted, straight-lined coat of 
wool. Special side splits, matching 
ns. About $30. By Phil-Modes. 


Short jacket with full back has white 
beaver collar. Tops matching black broad- 
cloth slim skirt. About $60. By Margate. 


Chemise style coat has detag 
able belt for front or bag 
push-up sleeves. About $ 

By Phil-Mode 


earables 


ado is also made about collars which may be huge capelike 
affairs or narrow mandarin bands of looped ascot, but all 
have the remarkable attributes of subtle, new ease femininity. 
Coats should be versatile because they are a long term 
investment, so when buying make doubly sure your purchase 
covers a wide range of social activities to meet your fullest 
fashion potential. The luxury of a warm coat not only gives 
a feeling of great comfort against the cold, but an insulated 
protective feeling of knowing you look exactly right. 
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Oxford grey flannel coat has detachable 


knit collar, high decorative pockets, brass” 
buttons. About $40. By Margate. 





All-occasion suit of black wool zib- 
eline is smart town-and-country out- 


fit. About $20. By Phil-Modes. 
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Child Care: 
Take The Loot 
Out Of Christmas 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


a. I WANT a new English 
bike for Christmas,” the nine- 

old son of one of my colleagues 
told his father. The teen-aged daughter 
of other friends requested a sports car 
of her own, and seemed quite confident 
that when Christmas morning dawned, 
the keys to the car would be on her 
tree. Another friend is on the verge of 
a breakdown anticipating the Christmas 
demands of his family. 

I felt that this situation was perhaps 
limited to my own social group until 
one of my young patients whose parents 
are in modest circumstances came in 
with her mother for a check-up. 

Sybil was in tears and her mother 
was overwrought. While my nurse took 
care of Sybil I talked to Mrs. Bailey, 
her mother. “What’s the trouble?” I 
inquired. 

“Oh, it’s this business of ‘gimme, gim- 
me, gimme’ that Sybil is full of. She and 
her friends think that all they have to do 
is ask for the moon and it will be deliv- 
ered wrapped in cellophane. Now that 
Christmas is coming up, I’m about to 
lose my mind. If she doesn’t get what 
she wants, she accuses us of not loving 
her, and if she does get it, we'll be in the 
poor house. How can [| show her that 
Christmas is a time of love and service, 
not just getting gifts?” 

I agreed with her that Christmas has 
degenerated into a period of loot-collect- 
ing with adults as guilty as children. 

“It occurs to me” I told Mrs. Bailey, 
“that perhaps some of the classics that we 
read at Christmas might be re-read with 
our children. Dickens’ Christmas Carol 
for instance, and the first chapter of 
Little Women where Jo discovers that 
Christmas can be Christmas without 
presents.” Henry Van Dyke’s The Other 
Vise Man tells beautifully of the Chris- 
tian ideal of love and service. The very 
young can understand Dr. Suess’s The 
Day the Grinch Stole Christmas. 

With these to aid us and our own 
‘ommon sense Christmas can be a time 
of joy for the whole family. 


Improved “Skin Success” Soap now can do 
more than ever to help clear your skin 
and make it sweeter, fresher, nicer to be 
near! Used daily, it sweeps away odor- 
forming bacteria...actually stops per- 
spiration odors, not just covers them up! 
Something wonderful happens when you 
work up that rich, creamy foam on your 
skin for 3 magic minutes every day. As 
the gentle, deep-acting medication ig 
down to your pores, you get 

the happy feeling youareon 

the road to the lovely “skin nog 
appeal” of your dreams. 
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that it keeps on holding back the odor- 
forming germs. What's more, the effect 
gets better with every bath, as your skin 
“builds up” the protection—your insur- 
ance of appealing personal daintiness. 


A Lovelier Complexion Too 
“Skin Success” Soap also helps you ward 
off ugly pimples and blemishes that are 
spread by surface skin germs. You will 
thrill to the look of a clearer, lovelier 
skin, and the stimulated feeling that it 
is more alive and healthy. 
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other nagging skin troubles. 
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Helpful 
Heart 
Facts 


1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 
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| 2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 








| if diagnosed early. 








3 Almost every 


heart condition 
can be helped by 
proper treatment. 





| 
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/ 
| 4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 








or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don’t worry. See your 

doctor and be sure. 
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TAN Movie Previews 


The Fiend Who Walked The West 

This film might be properly analyzed as a psychological horror adult westem, 
and if it seems improbable that these diverse elements can be smoothly blended 
in the average movie vehicle, then it is understandable that 20th Century-Fox had 
its shaky moments. 

The star, Hugh O'Brian (TV’s Wyatt Earp) is adequate as a stone-faced, would. 
be bank robber turned repentant. But it is Robert Evans as the politely snarling 
psychopathic killer who commands the movie-goer’s attention: And, after Evan 
has spent the better part of 90 minutes slipping ground glass into the stew pot, 
tickling men’s spines with shotgun blasts, abusing young girls and using old ladie 
for archery practice, the audience is 
likely to feel quite relieved when O’Brian 
finally does him in. 

Even after Evans’ girl friend helps 





capture him, she then lies in court to 
save his neck; Evans rewards her by 
breaking hers. “Don’t ask me why she 
done it,” an actor turns and says. “Who 
can figure women out?” Nevertheless, 
the audience soon finds out why she 
done it: movie-makers wisely figure that 
horse opera lovers prefer to see their 





villain gunned down rather than have 
him brought to task by the orderly proc- gps : 
ess of jurisprudence. O’Brian, Evans . . . in same cell. 

Hep young moviegoers, who dig horror and western films the most, will probably 


feel that, as horse operas go, this one is real gone. 


Separate Tables 

One of the top attractions on the coming schedule of motion pictures is a bril 
liant screen play by Terrance Rattigan and John Gay entitled Separate Tables and 
based on a stage play by the same title written by Rattigan. A sensitive, moving 
drama of five people trapped and tortured by their loves and weaknesses, Separate 
Tables is set in a small, gloomy British hotel, where each guest dines in lonely 
seclusion at a separate table. 

The residents of the hotel are expertly 
delineated. There is Major Pollock 
(David Niven), shy and fear-ridden by 
his falsehoods and indiscretions. Sibyle 
Railton-Bell (Deborah Kerr) is a lonely 
unloved young woman dominated by her 
mother (Gladys Cooper), and attracted 
to the Major, whom her mother despises. 

The hotel is operated by a Miss Coop- 
er (Wendy Hiller), who is resourceful 
and devoted to an American writer 
(Burt Lancaster) whose life has been 
warped by a disastrous marriage to Ann : ow 
Shankland (Rita Hayworth). Miss Kerr Lancaster, Hiller .. . at separate table. 
and Niven turn in exceptional performances and Burt Lancaster’s portrayal of 4 
virile lover will “fracture” women viewers. 

Separate Tables has tremendous appeal for both men and women, is adult en 
tertainment, presenting and resolving problems which are real, understandable 
and tug at the heartstrings. The Hecht, Hill and Lancaster production will be 











released through United Artists. 
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Don’t Preach To Me 


(Continued from Page 14) 


[hadn’t played chicken but I had heard 
of it. Two cars headed straight at each 
other as fast as they could go, and the 
frst one to swerve out of the way was 
called ‘chicken’. I remembered reading 
about a car full of kids getting killed in 
California about a week before—playing 
‘chicken’. 

“You a coward, Willie?” Teddy was de- 
manding. 

“No,” Wilbur said steadily, “but I’m not 
afool either.” He turned and got back in- 
to his car and drove off. 

Teddy sat still for a moment, then he 
banged his right fist into the palm of his 
left hand. 

“It was just a little car race, Teddy,” I 
sid, slipping my arm around him. 

He was still a moment longer, then he 
tuned and looked at me. I smiled, and he 
laned over and kissed me—an awfully 
long time. 

We sat there in the darkness for a while, 
listening to the lone sound of a chirping 
cricket, calling to his mate, somewhere 
nearby. 

Teddy moved toward me again. “Maybe 
ved better go—” I started to say, but then 
his mouth covered mine again, this time 
hot, rough and demanding. I submitted, 
but now Teddy was becoming aggressive, 
searching with his mouth and hands. 
“Teddy, really—” I gasped when I man- 
aged to come up for air. 

His only answer was to press closer to 
me, forcing me down onto the seat of the 
car, his hands everywhere, his mouth on 
mine. I was frightened now, and strug- 
ging. He had never acted like this before. 
But then we had never been alone like this 
before. 

“Teddy, please, stop it!” I demanded. 
But the only sounds that Teddy made 
was his heavy breathing and then we were 
rally struggling and I was scared stiff 
and Teddy was tearing at my clothes. 
“Aw, come on Doll, that’s enough fight 
toconvince me you’re hard to get,” Teddy 
sid finally. 

“No!” I shouted. 

Then Teddy was at me again. more de- 
trmined than ever ... forcing me... 
sowly . . . slowly. 


QUDDENLY there was a roar of a motor 
and a bright light swept over us. The 

car stopped with its headlight beams shin- 

ing on us. 

. “Hey, what’s the matter? Can’t you get 

it started ?” 

It was Wilbur’s voice. 

Teddy looked up and cursed again and 
inthe same moment I let out a little cry 
and flung the door open, almost tumbling 
o the ground. 

Iran sobbing to Wilbur’s car. 


“Hey, what’s going on?” Wilbur asked, 
bewildered. 

“Take me home, 
home,” I cried. 

“Yeah, she’s your girl, Willie, take her 
home,” Teddy yelled. And with a roar 
he started up his motor and took off. 

Wilbur looked at my tear-smeared face 
and rumpled, torn clothing with an ex- 
pression of shocked disbelief. 

“What did that guy try to pull?” he de- 
manded, slipping his warm jacket over my 
shoulders. 

“T guess he was angry because you beat 
him, and he had to take it out some way on 
somebody,” I answered. drying my eyes. 

“Til go after that—’” Wilbur started, 
swinging his car around. 

“Tt’s all right Wilbur.” I said, putting 
my arm on his. “It’s all my fault. Just 
take me home, please.” 

Yes, it was my fault. I thought I was 
all grown up and knew all about boys. 
But how would I know about boys like 
Teddy — pampered, selfish boys who 
weren’t really grown up at all? I wouldn’t 
know unless I listened to somebody older 
and wiser than me—like my parents. 
Teddy exciting? There was a difference be- 
tween being exciting and being foolish, 
Wilbur had shown me that. Yes, Wilbur 
was really the exciting one, ready for good. 
clean fun and smart enough to know where 
to stop. 

We were in front of my house now. 

“Want me to go in with you?” Wilbur 
asked. 

“No, thanks, Wilbur,” I answered. Then 
I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. 
“But call me in the morning, will you?” 

“Sure,” he said, his face breaking out 
in a wide grin. “Sure, Nancy.” 

I got out and started up the walk to the 
house. A short while ago I had left it 
defiantly, hurling charges at my parents. 
Now I had to go in meekly and admit I 
was wrong. There could be no denying it. 
My face and clothes would show it. 

I opened the front door, and faced 
Mother and Daddy standing in the middle 
of the living room. 


Wilbur. 


Take me 


THE END 





How Far Should A 
Good Girl Go? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


and she should never feel guilty about it. 
But the women are separated from the 
girls when they are able to have the desire, 
but not yield to it. 

However, if you and your sweetheart are 
mature enough, really feel that you love 
each other, and constantly yearn for a sex 


relationship, then marriage—at the sacri- 
fice of other advantages—is the best an- 
swer. But the wise girl who is not free to 
marry knows that dabbling in sex before 
marriage can only bring shame, trouble. 
heartache, torment, and a lot more anguish 
than she will ever have by stopping while 
the stopping is good. 

THE END 





STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 
2, 1946 (Title 39, United States Code, Section 
233) SHOWING THE OWNERSHIP, MAN. 
AGEMENT, AND CIRCULATION OF TAN 
published monthly at Chicago, Illinois for 
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1. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
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My Church, Or The Woman I Love 


(Continued from Page 21) 


ligion to me would be purely a profession. 
like any other. I would teach the word 
to those who wanted to believe. but I 
would do it with a “Don’t-do-as-I-do, do-as- 
I-say-do” attitude. 

Furthermore. I got a certain satisfaction 
out of being a regular guy. “That Stanley 
Gratton knows his onions in class, but he’s 
no religious square.” they said of me on 
campus. 

Life for me was pleasant and practically 
effortless. 


T WAS THE DAY before graduation 

that Aunt Ethel telephoned me in tears. 

“It’s gone,” she sobbed. “They’ve 
cheated me out of every cent.” 

It took her only a few minutes to tell 
me how a couple of lifelong friends who 
managed her beauty products business had 
systematically embezzled her money. She 
had just learned, to her horror, that she 
was not only broke, but in debt. 

The full impact of what she was saying 
took days to sink in. I was coming out of 
college with no means of support. So for 
the first time I thought of the job possibil- 
ities of which all the divinity students had 
been told. The best opportunity of all, in 
that year 1943, seemed to have been in 
the Army’s need for chaplains. The idea 
appealed to me. By virtue of my degree, I 
could become an officer. commanding re- 
spect, drawing a decent salary, and free 
of expenses. 

So I enlisted, and Army training went 
as easily as college studies. Soon I was 
assigned to an all-Negro engineer unit at 
a southern camp, and here I began my 
first real work, listening to the problems 
and fears of the recruits who worried over 
relatives and sweethearts at home. or were 
frightened at the thought of facing death 
in war. Handling requests for emergency 
furloughs when illness or death struck at 
home and holding Sunday chapel services 
were part of the duties. 

But my life away from my work re- 
mained unchanged. I played poker with 
a selected few of the other officers. in- 
dulged my taste for Scotch whiskey, and 
managed to do a respectable share of the 
courting of the belles of New Orleans. All 
the while, I tried to tell myself that there 
was nothing wrong with my conduct, for I 
did not engage in gambling brawls or 
drink to excess or conduct myself in open 
impropriety with women friends. 

Yet, there was something wrong, and 
the first dramatic bringing home of that 
fact to me came with a consultation session 
with a big, lazy, surly devil of a fellow 
named Albert Newsome. The man was 
constantly under company punishment for 
disobeying orders, going “over the hill,” 
and fighting. He had just been in another 
scrape when a company officer brought 
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mind and to question myself whether I 
had the strength and power to really be- 
come a good and wise servant; to give up 
the pleasures and passions which ruled me. 

This. however, was a mood which passed 
when we landed on the scenic coast of 
Scotland and once again felt our feet 
on solid earth. My brief period of repent- 
ance on the ship turned out to be like 
the frenzied promise one makes to go to 
the dentist while a toothache ravages the 
face. 

A train took us to Northern England 
and the beauty of the quiet English coun- 
tryside, the quaintness of the homes and 
the people soon made me forget the fears 
which had assailed me aboard ship. Even 
when the skies of England burst into flame 
wih American and British ack-ack fire 
repelling Nazi planes, the great white spot- 
lights pouring across the heavens in search 
of the enemy; even as we crouched in 
bomb shelters, I didn’t feel a resurgence 
of troubled conscience. For once again 
we were living the good life. 

But the good life was marred by the 
uelty of racial prejudice, for we soon 
learned that Southern American troops be- 
fore us had spread much false propaganda 
about the black troops. Thus the men of 
my regiment set out to win the hearts of 
the English, first through rosy-cheeked lit- 
tletots in the streets who begged for sweets 
ad chewing gum. Before long. we and 
the English were friends. 

I was up to my usual standards in this 
respect. I had several English girls whom 
Itook for long jeep rides and gave sugar, 
hams and other foods sneaked to me by 
company mess sergeants. Frequently there 
were dances and picnics. My spirits were 
high again, and I felt I was completely 
happy. I felt that way until I met Anne. 


ANNE CAME to the post one Saturday 
afternoon and asked to see the special 
srvices officer, who happened to be away 
for the weekend. She was referred to me 
ad, as she came into the office. I stared 
vith unabashed admiration. She was pe- 
tite, golden-haired, and her eyes were the 
bluest of blue. She had the air of a 
duchess and the voice of an angel. 
“Captain Gratton?” she inquired. 
Irecovered myself swiftly, offering her a 
chair. 
‘Tm sorry to burst in on you like this,” 
he said, “but I live nearby and—vwell, I 
now how you men must feel being so 
it from home. Some friends and I wanted 
to invite fifteen or twenty in for tea and 
ismall party tomorrow evening.” 
‘Tm sure I can find the men for you,” 
lanswered. “And this is a very blessed 
ihing you are doing.” 
She smiled that devastating smile of 
and wrote down the address and 
landed it to me. “About seven, then,” she 
wid, “and you'll be sure to come, of 
course,” 
“Of course,” I answered. 
After she left, the delicate scent of her 
tung to the room, and the memory of her 





ocean-blue eyes remained with me. That 
very night I had a date to meet Constance, 
a buxom, flaxen-haired girl from one of 
the nearby farms. I had been looking for- 
ward to the date, but now Anne had hap- 
pened to me. I told myself I was acting 
like a schoolboy, but it seemed that the 
name of Anne was music, as much music 
as the delicate aristocracy of her voice. 
When I slept that night, after bypassing 
my date with Constance, I dreamed of that 
voice, of those clear eyes which had dis- 
turbed me deep inside. 

The next day, I found that sleep hadn’t 
taken Anne off my mind. I was in as much 
of a ferment about the forthcoming party 
as were the twenty GI’s selected to attend 
with me. At seven that evening, we filed 
out of camp and down the lane a mile or 
so to Anne’s home. It was a modest place, 
very neat, displaying that genteel denial 
which had come to most of England in 
the war years. Nevertheless. it gave every 
evidence of quiet taste. 

A group of girls in their early twenties 
were sitting about the living room, dressed 
in bright colors and symbolizing a bouquet 
of charm. But the standout of them all— 
as far as I was concerned—was Anne. 
Those clear eyes of hers were dancing with 
a merry light. She wore a dress incredibly 
pretty for all its utter simplicity. It was 
blue, which seemed a perfect match for 
the blue of her eyes. 

That did it for me. 
in love before in my life; never before 
had I felt so deeply. I wanted to stroke 
the soft glory of her hair, to crush the 
rosebud red lips, press the supple young 
sweetness close to me and never let her go. 

It wasn’t the kind of party we’d been 
used to. We sat around and talked, the 
shy girls soon warming up to the friend- 
liness of the men. We drank tea, ate bitter 
little cakes and listened politely to a pro- 
gram. There were two tiny girls in scarlet 
muslin who sang a duet; an earnest, mid- 
dle-aged old lady who wandered in to play 
selections of classical numbers. 

Some of the men were a little restless. I 
knew they had looked forward to liquor 
and a wild evening but, having been 
coached beforehand, they conducted them- 
selves as gentlemen. 

Meanwhile, I was lost in my dream of 
Anne, waking every so often to capture 
her for a few minutes of talk before she 
was off about her hostess duties. Just as 
she was serving me my fifth cup of tea—I 
kept asking for tea so she would come 
back to me—one of the girls said: 

“Oh, Anne, do your Alice Blue Gown 
song for us.” 

Anne’s face flushed and she almost 
dropped the cup she was offering me. 

“Do you sing, Anne?” I asked. 

“Only a tiny bit,” she answered, trying 
to recover from her pretty confusion. “But 
not well enough, you know.” 

“Won't you sing then—for me?” I asked. 
lowering my voice significantly as I spoke 
the last words. The flush on her face 
deepened. She hesitated, and her eyes 
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sought mine again as she said softly: 

“Yes, for you.” 

With one of the girls accompanying her 
on the piano, Anne sang. And it was for 
me. The song Alice Blue Gown was an 
old one I had heard years before and 
completely forgotten. But its nostalgic 
sweetness suited Anne’s voice. She was no 
great singer, certain never to become an 
opera star. Her voice was untrained and 
a bit breathless, but if ever I thought her 
sweet and dear, it was when she sang her 
song in that house in Northern England. 
Several times, as she sang, our eyes met 
and spoke tender words. The unvoiced 
messages told me that Anne recognized my 
love. My heart was happy, if only to know 
that she didn’t seem opposed to the idea. 

Jogging back to camp in the weapons 
carrier with the men, I was in a quiet 
reverie. 

“Sort of a drag for a party, wasn’t it, 
sir?” Sergeant Johnny Evans said. 

“Huh? Oh yes! Yes, indeed,” I replied. 
[ hoped I would be forgiven for the white 
lie. I had been thinking how happy I was 
that Anne had promised to let me come 
to see her the following Sunday afternoon. 


UR SUNDAY DATE was the first in a 

long. exciting series. We walked, 
hand-in-hand. down the village streets, sat 
on grassy knolls in the country and talked, 
and discovered together intimate little 
places for lunch and dinner. We went off 
on picnics and lay flat on our backs, watch- 
ing the sky. 

Anne wasn’t the kind of girl I had been 
used to. the kind who took love lightly and 
loosely. She wasn’t the type to barter 
affection for American post exchange sup- 
plies. She was an intense little elf, made 
up of fun and laughter with undertones of 
simplicity and sincerity. 

In spite of many opportunities and sit- 
uations for frantic love, it just never hap- 
pened. The fact that it didn’t—although 
[ wanted her with a strong male wanting 
but was content just to be with her—was 
ultimate proof to me that she was the one 
I loved dearly and unlike anyone else on 
earth. | wanted Anne only in tender, de- 
voted affection, but still my blood raced 
with the desire for her. 

[ had known Anne less than two months 
when I realized that what I wanted most 
was to marry her, to take her home with 
me. to protect her and to make her proud 
oft me. 

And while falling in love with Anne, a 
magic thing was happening to me. Now, I 
was facing myself honestly for the first 
time. Often I had been ashamed because 
f was a fraud in holy clothing. But my 
shame had always been momentary or arti- 
ficial. When Albert Newsome had told me 
that he lacked respect for me because he 
regarded me as a hypocrite, I had been 
upset. But that reaction had not been due 
to genuine shame. It had been because of 
wounded pride, for I had thrived on ad- 
miration and felt unhappy when unable 
to inspire it. On the ship, my temporary 
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repentance had been based solely on fear. 

But with Anne, everything came into a 
different focus. My love for her was close 
to holy. It awed me, and I wanted to be 
worthy of it. Anne had a simple faith in 
God and part of her love for me, I real- 
ized with a sinking heart, was built on her 
belief that I was a good person, worthy 
of calling myself a man of God. 

It was with a confession of my past that 
I finally asked Anne to marry me. I told 
her how loving her made me feel, how it 
had aroused in me another love and ambi- 
tion—to live a life that would, in itself, 
become a sermon, an example for others 
to live by; to use my talents sincerely for 
good. I waited then for her answer. 

“I love you, too, Stanley.” Anne ad- 
mitted. “How much I would love to be 
your wife, to go to America with you and 
help you in your work. But there are prob- 
lems. You may be shipped off any day, you 
know. You may meet someone else you 
love more. And, if you do return home— 
even if you don’t forget me and still want 
me to come and marry you—what will your 
people think of me, a white girl? Will they 
make us unhappy as they have sometimes 
been made unhappy by people of my 
race?” 

I covered her lips with kisses, laughing 
tenderly at her protests, but Anne was 
firm. She insisted that we put our love to 
the test of time. 


A™ THE DAY CAME when we got or- 

ders to move to Southern England for 
an intensive combat training period, and 
it was with a heavy heart that I kissed 
Anne goodbye. 

The months that later passed were like 
years, and only Anne’s letters of love 
seemed to make life worth living. They 
were my armour and my strength when 
we rocked across the icy English Channel, 
boarding the landing barges with the hell 
of enemy fire crackling and thundering 
about us. They were with me—those let- 
ters—on the long ghost marches over 
treacherous terrain and when the shells 
burst upon us from the skies that seemed 
to have gone mad with angry light and 
sound. They were my salvation when we 
made the long trek on stormy seas from 
Marseilles to Manila. Anne’s letters came 
to me—cooling. comforting—in the long 
sticky, sweating-out period in the Philip- 
pines. 

And gradually I came to realize another 
blessing besides her letters. I became a 
real chaplain to my men. Slowly, surely 
the change came over me and they noticed 
it. I was their friend. a warm and earnest 
friend. I was frank with them in their 
problems, and never again did any man 
doubt my sincerity. Without shame, but 
feeling the cleansing influence of honesty. 
I told the tough incorrigibles the story of 
how I myself had sinned and found myself. 
And, through finding myself, I was for the 
first time truly finding God. 

When at last the war ended and I was 
returned to the States for discharge, the 
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met Anne. I brought Aunt Ethel here wf The 
keep house in the parsonage, and I had 
good feeling that I was finally repaying 
her for all she had done for me. 

Meanwhile, an uneasiness began y 
settle over me, growing into a naggin 
worry, then quiet desperation, for I ha 
written Anne a number of times and haj 
no reply. Could she have changed he 
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and separation.” defying 

I was delirious with happiness, and oublici 
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the United States. suppor 
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Too Many Husbands 


(Continued from Page 38) 


“Not half as sorry as I am!” I snapped. 
{ picked up my purse and walked out. I 
halfway expected him to follow me outside 
and apologize. But he didn’t. I hailed a 
cab and went home. 


{ OME FOR ME was the attractive four- 
room apartment that was now all 
mine according to the agreement Martin 
had worked out with T. J.’s lawyer. Much 
as I liked Martin, I was angry with him 
for what I considered his un-called for 
bullying. He had no right to scold me that 
way. I told myself. At the same time, I 
had to admit I’d behaved like a spoiled 
child. Martin was too good a friend to be 
treated like that. I promised myself Id 
apologize to him the next time I saw him. 
Things went along quietly until the next 
Thursday. Then the fireworks started. I 
picked up the weekly newspapers from the 
corner newsstand as usual and nearly 
fainted at the sensational headlines that 
greeted my eyes. One paper said: 
GAY DIVORCEE SEEKS 
HUBBY ‘OUT OF THIS WORLD’ 

Much-Married Socialite 

Looks to Mars for Next 

ind another headline screamed: 

AFTER FOURTH DIVORCE, 
SAYS MEN ARE HEELS 
But Will Try Again. 
Mrs. Gardner Vows 

! rushed to the nearest drugstore and 
phoned Martin. 

“Thelma! I’ve been trying to reach you 
all morning,” he said excitedly. “Have you 
seen the papers?” 

“Have I!” I was close to tears. “Mar- 
tin, ’'m going to sue! They deliberately 
twisted everything I said!” 

“But you did talk to them,” he reminded 
me. “Itll be hard to prove they misquoted 
you. 

“T don’t care how hard it is! I want you 
to start action immediately!” I insisted. 

“I’m no longer handling your affairs. 
Remember?” A moment later he relented 
and said, “Well, I'll see what I can do. 
Meanwhile, don’t talk to anybody until you 
hear from me.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“I’m not sure yet. The first thing is to 
go to the Examiner and the Voice and talk 
to the editors.” 

“Tell them I demand a retraction. They 
can’t do this to me!” 

It was late that same afternoon when my 
doorbell rang and I opened it cau- 
tiously. I’d already had two phone calls, 
one from a reporter and the other from 
some fool who said he’d just landed from 
Mars and was looking for an Earth-woman 
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for a wife. I slammed the phone on both 
of them. 

It was Martin at the door and I practi- 
cally threw myself into his arms. “Oh, 
Martin, it’s awful!” I wailed. “I thought 
you’d never get here.” 

“Hey, take it easy.” he chuckled. “It’s 
not that bad.” 

“T was afraid you’d let me down,” I told 
him, drying my eyes on the big handker- 
chief he handed me. 

“It would serve you right if I did,” he 
scolded. “You sure laid yourself wide open 
with that interview.” 

I waved my hand impatiently. ‘“That’s 
over and done with. The question now is 
what are we going to do about it? I say 
sue them for every cent they’ve got.” 

“Not a chance, Thelma,” he said calmly. 
“One of the editors showed me his report- 
er’s notes. What you said about your hus- 
bands being heels, the outer space gag— 
it was all right there in black and white.” 

“But just look at what they did to it,” I 
shouted, thrusting one of the articles at 
him. “The way it’s written makes me 
sound so—so stupid! The words are mine, 
yes, but the idea that comes across cer- 
tainly is not.” 

Martin tried to persuade me to drop the 
whole thing, but I was mad clear through. 
He suggested that I be satisfied with a re- 
traction. “But Tom Purdy of the Voice is 
a tough cookie.” he warned me. 

I laughed. “He’s a man, isn’t he? I'll 
bet I can handle him. All I have to do is 
find out what type he is.” 

Martin took my hand and gazed at me 
in a strange way. “You really believe that 
men fall into certain set types, don’t you? 
What type am I?” 

Something in his eyes pulled me closer 
to him and I felt my pulse quicken. “I— 
I don’t know. I never thought about it,” 
I said in a shaky voice. “Maybe I ought 
to find out.” 

We stood looking at each other for a 
long moment, then he forced a laugh. “It 
wouldn’t be worth the effort, Thelma,” he 
said at last. “You see, I play for keeps.” 

He hurried out and was gone before I 
could gather my wits. That brief moment 
when we were so close, yet so far apart, 
had left me strangely shaken. I had al- 
ways taken Martin for granted, never even 
thought of him as anything but a big 
brother. Now . 


But THE QUESTION of the unfair 

newspaper publicity was uppermost in 
my mind right then. Until that was set- 
tled, I couldn’t think straight about any- 
thing. I arranged an appointment with 


Tom Purdy, and the next day went dow 
to his office. 

“So you’re the famous Mrs. Gardner? 
he said, when I entered his office. 

“Only because your nasty old newspape, 
wrote me up like some sideshow freak,” | 
said, hiding my anger. I’d decided to ug 
feminine charm at first. I took the seat he 
offered me and examined him through loy. 
ered lashes. He was a big man, with th 
shoulders of a prize fighter. He wore, 
hard-boiled expression on his face, but | 
could tell that he found me attractive, | 
was glad I had taken special care to log 
my best. The modified sheath I wore rz 
vealed enough of my figure to be interey. 
ing, yet was in the best of taste. 

He offered me a cigarette and said 
“Even without our story about you, Mrs 
Gardner, you rate as a celebrity. Four dj. 
vorces—!” He gazed at me and shook his 
head as if wondering how any man could 
let me go. 

“T assure you it’s not my fault, Mr. Pur 
dy,” I said demurely. “But it’s a long 
story—” 

He quickly took my hint. “Then hoy 
about telling it to me over a drink?” he 
asked. 

A short time later, we were calling each 
other by our first names and Tom had 
promised to see what he could do abouta 
retraction. “But frankly, Thelma,” he said, 
gazing at me admiringly, “you shouldn't 
fret about it. Next week we’ll have a dif 
ferent headline and it’s better to let the 
whole thing drop.” 

“You’re not trying to talk me out of any: 
thing, are you, mister?” I said coyly. 

“Lady, there’s only one thing I really 
want to talk to you about,” he grinned. 

“Don’t tell me. Let me guess.” 

By the time Tom left to return to his 
office, the retraction was no longer my 
main concern. I felt attracted to Tom and 
genuinely liked his friendly manner and 
rugged masculinity. I was not at all sur 
prised when he phoned a couple of days 
later and suggested we have dinner te 
gether. After that date, we saw more and 
more of each other. 

By the end of the next week, I’d forgot 
ten all about the newspaper stories. ‘I 
told you so,” Tom said. “That story dil 
more good than harm. It brought us te 
gether.” 

I hadn’t heard from Martin in several 
weeks, when one night he phoned and 
asked if he could come up. “I hear you 
and Tom Purdy are pretty close these days 
—and nights,” he said, without prelim: 
nary when I let him in. 

“Well! That’s a fine greeting after drop 
ping out of sight for so long,” I said. ‘4 
thought you wanted to see me about some 
thing important.” 

“Tt is important,” Martin said grimly. 
“Tom’s a good friend of mine and I dot! 
want to see him made a fool of.” 
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“Any man who’s interested in me is a 
iol, is that what you’re saying?” I de- 
manded. 

“| didn’t mean it that way, Thelma,” 

4 Martin assured me. He began pacing the MY PROMISE TO You 
a for, puffing furiously on his pipe. “In 
eat fact, I’m not sure what I do mean.” 


| to us | enjoyed seeing him squirm. “You're 
se ‘i P - 
“7 jfraid Tom might ask me to marry him,” 
gh loy. 
vith the [ laughed. a 
He nodded. “And I’m afraid you'll grab 
wore 4 ‘ ae ” 
him. But marriage isn’t a game, Thelma. 


it dow, 


irdner,” 


 b ‘ . : 
ti “ “J agree. That’s why I believe in calling 
ctive, : : 
it quits when a marriage starts going 
to look “8 ae 
wrong,” I told him. “There are four types = 
yore re. se aa Meet 
7 of men every girl should avoid like the 
— Miss Long-Aid 
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ofan Other women broke up my second mar- Finest Hair Dressing 


ly riage. My husband was an incurable play- 
boy and finally I could take his cheating 
no longer. We got a divorce. 

Husband number three was nice in every 
to his} "8% except that he was dominated by his 
mother. His family owned property and 
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se daysf He sighed and said slowly, “All I’m say- 
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Martin finished his cigarette in silence 
and walked to the door. “Maybe the wom- 
an in the case should insist on a trial mar- 
riage before going into the real thing,” 
Martin said, 

I stared at him. “You mean—live to- 
gether without really being married?” I 
asked in a shocked voice. 

He nodded. “If it works out okay after 
a few months, then you can have a cere- 
mony and make it permanent.” 

“What do you take me for?” 
dignantly. 

Martin said evenly, “It’s no more im- 
moral than taking the marriage vow to love 
forever, when all the time in the back of 
your mind is the thought that a good law- 
yer can help you get free any time you 


I said in- 


“Immoral!” I shouted angrily. Before I 
could stop myself, my hand lashed out 
across his face. I was sorry the instant 
it happened. Martin didn’t say anything, 
but his jaw was set grimly as he came 
close to me. I stood there unable to move. 
I didn’t know what he was going to do. I 
found out soon enough. 

Catching me tightly in his arms, Martin 
held me so I couldn’t move. “You’re such 
an expert,” he said through tight lips, 
“what type am I?” 

Then he shifted his grip and the next 
thing I knew my feet flew out from under 
me and he was holding me off the floor 
with one arm and planting the palm of his 
hand firmly on my exposed bottom. “Stop 
it!’ I screamed. “You bully! You— 
you—!” 

The next instant, he flipped me back on 
my feet and bruised a kiss on my mouth. 
My lips were still tingling when he turned 
me loose and left me standing there, too 
astonished to say or do a thing. 


DON’T KNOW how long I wandered 

aimlessly about the apartment, my legs 
shaky from the churning emotions aroused 
by Martin’s ardent embrace. What had 
happened shocked me into seeing that per- 
haps Martin was right. It was wrong to 
go into marriage with the idea of ending 
it in the divorce court when I became dis- 
satisfied. Martin called it immoral, and I 
was beginning to see he was right. 

Was something wrong with me? I won- 
dered. I paced the floor, nervously chain 
smoking. I sat down and winced as I dis- 
covered I was still sore where Martin had 
paddled me. I smiled ruefully as I tried 
to imagine how I looked at the time. Then 
my thoughts drifted to the past and I 
found myself trying to remember some- 
thing Grandma had once said. 

I was an only child and I’d been brought 
up to think I was someone special. Any- 
thing I wanted, my parents would get for 
me. As I reflected, I realized how terribly 
spoiled I was by my parents, teachers and 
relatives. All except Grandma. What was 
it she’d said? 

Martin’s talk with me made me see for 
the first time what was really wrong with 


my marriages. It was me. I had the j 
that I could toss away anything I dij 
like and get another. That’s the way 
had been with dolls when I was a girl, 

parents had even had me transferred 
another school when I complained aly 


the teachers at my old school. had kn 
It was not hard to see that I had cary “No. ” 
that same attitude into each of my pa” 
riages. I really wanted to be married, } generat 
I was not prepared to shoulder any be hea 
sponsibility, My parents, with the beg Wel 
intentions, had started the chain of yp" ul 
happy marriages by breaking up my chim ™ It 
hood romance. I'd really loved my § sands | 
husband, and after he was taken from» And 
Pp the you 


I repeated the pattern with my other hy 
bands. less cr’ 


I was still trying to recall Grandm) with St 
words when Tom phoned. We had a ¢ simply 
for that night, but I begged off. his pup 

“You can’t do that to me, sweetie,” | Stan] 
said. “I’ve got something very importa “He's | 
to ask you. Very important.” but Tv 

For a moment, my heart surged expe * * k 
antly, but then I realized that even if Ty from 
asked me to marry him I could not do} we 
now. Not after seeing myself exposed yf ™ 5° 
the blinding glare of truth. I put himd met. 
and decided to write him a nice letter th} 7°” | 
would let him down easy. Iwas 3 

The next few days were torture for m be a d 
I tried not to think of Martin, but he wx led his 
constantly in my thoughts. When I di but ” 
manage to forget him for a while, my min his “aa 
was furiously trying to recall what Grané Stan Y 
ma had said. I remembered it was on m delight 


birthday—my tenth, I think—and I had ¥° 
temper tantrum and chased all my par chanic: 
guests home. a chile 
Mother was embarrassed. but she bege} “”’ ‘a 
king ses fo her darling ang¢ Stanle: 
making excuses for me, & ange ay 
Thelma. Suddenly, Grandma’s words cam: oss 
ae haps t 
“That child is just plain rotten spoiled’ he'd tl 
she declared. “What she needs is a hai ested 
brush laid across her bottom. Thailf arg 
straighten her out!” started 
Of course, I never got the whippin§ planes 
Grandma said I deserved—until Martinf He : 
did it. And then I knew that it woullf a son 
be Martin who would straighten me ouf other 
That is, if he’d take on the job. I knev§ differe 
it would take time and hard work. Buf you re 
remembering the thrill of Martin’s kiss,!} Wally 


knew it would be fun, too. rou, 
Hurriedly, I went to the phone ail of his 
called Martin. I asked him to come yy! bt 
that evening. Then I said, “I just figurel a ul 
out what type you are, Martin.” 
“Yes? What type?” a 


1°? 


“My type, darling! 

Then I hung up and waited for him to DIL 
come. I had no illusions that I was sué | 
denly cured of my spoiled, selfish ways} yas g 
But I was positive that whenever I got oUl} harq | 
of line, Martin would cheerfully follow the} But 
remedy that Grandma had suggested * there, 
long ago. And I was just as sure that Pd} walki 


love every moment of it. our sI 
THE END§ 2» ric 
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I Lied To Save Our Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


had known my father and uncles. I said, 
“No. they weren’t. I guess it’s all these 
yitamins Stan’s been reared on. The next 
generation, I read somewhere, is going to 
he heads taller than their parents.” 

“Well. it’s nice.” Stanley remarked. “I 
never thought I'd father a football player, 
but I think Ill even like sitting in the 
stands with nervous prostration.” 

And there were other things. One day 
the youngsters next door. with the point- 
less cruelty of children, refused to play 
with Stan when he called to them. Stan 
simply shrugged and started playing with 
his puppy happily enough. 

Stanley remarked in an undertone to me, 
“He’s lucky. he doesn’t even mind. Gosh. 
but I was sensitive about things like that 
as a kid. I’m glad he didn’t inherit that 
from me. he’ll have a better life.” 

I too had always been ultra-sensitive in 
my social relations. Well, Stan surely 
wasn’t. Nor was he artistic like his father 
—nor any more than an average student. 
I was afraid the latter development would 
be a disappointment to Stanley who had 
led his class throughout his school life, 
but it wasn’t. Apparently nothing about 
his son could disappoint him. Instead, 
Stan’s accomplishments. so unlike his own, 
delighted him. 

We were both what Stanley called “me- 
chanical morons.” But when Stan was still 
achild he could find a way to fix almost 
any household gadget that went wrong. 
Stanley thought it was wonderful, and so 
did I, though it worried me when Stanley 
sometimes remarked wonderingly that per- 
haps there wasn’t as much in heredity as 
he'd thought. But the idea didn’t get him 
started on the train of thought I dreaded, 
and he was lost in his pride when Stan 
started building wonderful model air- 
planes and things like that. 

He said once. “I used to think I wanted 
ason to carry on when I was gone, an- 
other schoolteacher. But it’s funny how 
diferently you feel about everything once 
you really have a son of your own. It ac- 
tually makes you proud that he isn’t like 
you, that he develops wonderful capacities 
of his own.” 

I breathed a sigh of relief. The fear I’d 
had that he might some day suspect that 
Stan was not his own. because of the dis- 
similarity. died The other fear 
didn’t even exist. 


slowly. 


DIDN’T even recognize the woman who 

tang my doorbell one day when Stan 
was about eleven. Maybe I had tried too 
hard to forget she existed. 

But the voice I couldn’t forget. “Hi, 
there, Mrs. Caruthers,” she remarked, 
walking in uninvited. She looked around 
our small, rented house. “Well, you’re not 
rich after all, are you? That’s good, I 


guess. We’re not rich, either, but I think 
our dump’s a little better than this. It 
won’t be like taking the kid out of a pal- 
ace.” 

My knees gave way and I sank into a 
chair. I couldn’t be hearing right. I stam- 
mered. “What on earth are you talking 
about?” 

“The kid—my kid. 
him back.” 

“Your husband?” I could do 
but stupidly echo her words. 

She sat down casually, “Yes, my hus- 
band. Ned and I were married after he 
got out of the jug. Oh, he knew I'd given 
the baby away and he didn’t mind. He 
knew I’d had myself fixed up afterwards 
so I wouldn’t get in trouble again, and he 
didn’t mind that either. He just wanted to 
have fun and we had plenty of fun at first. 
But now all of a sudden he’s gotten, well. 
I guess you'd call it respectable. He has 
a steady job and a lot of stodgy friends 
and they talk about their kids and he 
wants kids too. We tried to adopt one but 
we couldn’t on account of him having been 
to prison. And he keeps moping about it 
and finally he told me to go get our kid 
back, says he’s looked up the law and you 
folks didn’t have any right to take him 
the way you did and we have a right to 
get him back.” 

Well, I got hysterical. I told the wom- 
an, now Margie Johnson, that we couldn’t 
live without Stan. I reminded her of her 
promise never to try to see him again. I 
told her my husband thought the boy was 
his own. I begged and made a fool of my- 
self. But in a way it worked. 

She shrugged at last. “Well, honest I 
don’t want the kid myself. I wouldn’t even 
know him now, and I’m too young to be 
saddled with a kid that old. It’s just that 
Ned carries on so. threatened to leave me 
if I didn’t get him. I guess I could make 
up a tale—say he was dead, maybe. We 
live too far away for him to be likely to 
hear any different.” 

One more lie—I knew it wasn’t right. 
But neither would it be right to take Stan- 
ley’s child away, to give him to a woman 
who didn’t want him even if she was his 
mother. 


My husband wants 


nothing 


Margie looked at me shrewdly. “How 
much would it be worth to you to have me 
do that?” 

We had a little over three thousand dol- 
lars in a savings account in my name. 
Stanley always insisted that it be in my 
name, said in case something happened to 
him it would be readily available to me. 
He wasn’t interested in money, anyway, 
probably had no idea how much we had. 

We were saving for a home, but it didn’t 
seem important now. I said immediately, 
“Three thousand dollars. That’s all I 


” 


have. 
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Photographed at the Nassau Straw 
Market, one of the tourist attrac- 


tions of the Bahamas. 
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From the pleased look on her face I 
knew I could have gotten off cheaper, but 
it didn’t matter. She went to the bank 
with me for the money. She promised I’d 
never see her again. I think she really 
meant to keep that promise too. 


IX WEEKS LATER Stanley, for the 
\’ first time in years, asked me how much 
there was in the bank account. I hadn’t 
expected the question but I had neverthe- 
less prepared myself for it. I pretended 
to be terribly ashamed when I admitted 
that I’d used most of our money buying 
some stocks that turned out bad. 

“I'd hoped to surprise you, darling. 
We'd have had enough for a home if things 
had gone right.” 

“Tt’s all right,” he said slowly. “I just 
saw a house we could have swung with 
a moderate down payment, but we can 
wait. Don’t worry about it.” 

But after that I sometimes caught him 
looking at me strangely and it worried me. 
Did he know I'd lied about the money? 
Or was it just my own guilty conscience 
that made me feel this way? 

But as usual I eased my fears and my 
sense of guilt, and concentrated on the 
stolen happiness in our home. When Stan 
was twelve a wonderful thing happened to 
him, a thing which filled his father and me 
with pride. And which ultimately was to 
cause all the trouble. 

Stan went into our local Soapbox Derby 
contest and won first place. A men’s club 
sponsored him to attend the national com- 
petition, and while he didn’t win first place 
there he did come in among the honorable 
mentions. A television program showed 
him and some of the others who placed, 
and their pictures were in newspapers 
throughout the nation. 

And a man named Ned Johnson, many 
miles ‘away, saw the picture and noticed 
a particular boy only because he looked 
so much like Ned Johnson had looked as 
a boy. And then he read the boy’s name, 
a name his wife had mentioned. And three 
nights later a wildly excited Ned Johnson 
and his sullen wife appeared at our home. 

There was only one thing for which I 
could be thankful. Stan was spending the 
night with a friend. But there was no way 
to spare my husband the shock. 

I'll never forget the look on his face 
when the words Ned Johnson kept shout- 
ing finally penetrated. I can remember the 
way he stared at the man silently for a 
long time, and I knew he was reading the 
truth, not from what the man said but be- 
cause of the resemblance. Yes, Ned John- 
son was our boy’s father, there could be no 
doubt of that. 

Weeping, I tried to make Stanley under- 
stand how it had happened, but he only 
stared at me blankly. And then he pulled 
himself together to deal with Ned Johnson. 

He said quietly, “This has been a shock, 
of course. But one thing is certain. Your 
wife gave my wife the child, and you can’t 
have him back.” 


Ned Johnson blustered, “I think a coy 
of law will decide differently. The natur 
mother always has the advantage. Apj 
you have no papers, your wife just tog 
that baby and walked out of the hospity 
with him, taking advantage of the fact thy 
my wife was young and upset.” 

I gasped at the lie, and sputtered fur, 
ous denials. The Johnsons left us at last— 
left us with no doubt that they would stay 
proceedings to recover our child—thej 
child! 

I tried to go into Stanley’s arms but he 
drew away from me. He said tonelesshy, 
“There’s no use going over and over this 
thing, Edith. I understand why you did jt 
I guess I do. But—well, it’s a shock. | 
have to get used to the idea that you coulj 
deceive me all these years.” 

I started to speak, but he motioned m 
to silence. He gave a strange little smile, 
“Sometimes I wondered—about you, never 
about Stan. Like about the money. I kney 
you lied about that. I couldn’t figure why, 
but I decided you had some private life of 
your own. I told myself I couldn’t blame 
you, since I wasn’t a real man. Oh, I kney 
you weren’t untrue to me, I didn’t think 
that. But—well, it was vague in my mind, 
but I felt you weren’t confiding in me 
about something because you didn’t feel as 
though I were really your husband.” 

“Stanley,” I begged miserably, “I never 
felt that way, not for a minute.” 

“You must have, subconsciously,” he 
said quietly. “Otherwise you’d have told 
me the truth about Stan, not tried to make 
things too easy for me. You wouldn’t have 
done that for a real man.” 

His voice changed, became more firm. 
“Well, there’s only one thing to do nov. 
We’re going to go to court and win cus 
tody, of course. And we'll have to prepare 
Stan for what’s going to happen. Will you 
do it, or shal] 1?” 

“You,” I told him faintly. “You've al- 
ways been the closer to him.” 

He laughed bitterly. He had been so 
proud of that—had thought there was a 
mystic something between father and son 
which was responsible for the closeness. 


HE TOLD Stan the next day, and being 

the fine man he was he pretended that 
I hadn’t deceived him, that he’d known all 
the time but didn’t think it was important 
since he considered Stan his own son. He 
spared the boy the truth about his par 
ents, saying only that at the time they'd 
been unable to keep him and now they 
wanted him back. 

I was in the next room, listening tensely. 
There was a long moment of silence, then 
Stan said in his blunt way, “But that’s 
nuts. I mean, I’ve always lived here. | 
don’t want to live with anybody else. Oh, 
I guess they’re all right, but JT don’t even 
want to meet them. One set of parents is 
all anybody wants.” 

I breathed a sigh of relief. It was the 
perfect reaction, the reaction that might 
have been expected from a practical boy 
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like Stan, I guess. I wondered briefly how 
the flesh of our flesh would have reacted 
ina situation like this. The son I’d borne 
by Stanley—well, he’d have been fine, of 
course, like his father. But he’d have 
probably been over-sensitive and imagina- 
tive like his father too. Would he have 
heen terribly upset to discover suddenly 
that the parents he had lived with weren’t 
his own? Wouldn’t he have needed to 
know all about the pair who had given 
him birth, and been terribly troubled if 
he found out the entire truth and there 
were something shameful about it? 

But this boy we’d reared and loved as 
our own—well, surely he could be no finer 
than Stanley’s natural son would have 
been, but he was fine in a different way. 
And the difference, in this case, was to 
Stan’s advantage in having to face up to 
this strange twist in his life. 

The case was heard in the judge’s cham- 
bers, as is usual in child custody cases 
in our city. Stanley had engaged the best 
available lawyer and he had found Mrs. 
Barnes on her farm and she had agreed to 
testify. But we were a mighty scared pair 
of people when we left Stan in the corridor 
and went into the chambers. 

It was horrible, of course. Margie, 
coached, no doubt, by her husband and at- 
torney, told a logical string of lies about 
how I'd begged her for her child, and how 
she'd been too weak and miserable to re- 
sist me, though she had been strong 
enough to refuse the payment I tried to 
thrust on her! 

But Mrs. Barnes, God bless her, refuted 
everything her daughter said. She herself 
was not too accurate in her account of 
what had happened in the hospital. Per- 
haps time had dimmed the memory, or per- 
haps she had misinterpreted my silence 
during those first days when Margie dis- 
cussed the possibility of my taking her 
child. Actually, I’m afraid I had not been 
pondering, as she thought, on the right or 
wrong of taking a child that way, I had 
simply been wondering whether I could 
get away with it and whether it would be 
the best thing for Stanley! 

She said hotly, “My daughter was the 
one who planned the whole thing, she even 
tried to get money for her baby. This 
lady hesitated two or three days. She 
wanted a baby terribly and she knew her 
husband wanted one but if she’d been 
feeling herself I don’t believe she’d have 
agreed to take the child without papers or 
anything, pretending it was her own.” 

The judge asked quietly, “Didn’t you 
know, when your daughter gave her the 
baby, that Mrs. Caruthers was planning 
to pretend the baby was her own, and 
didn’t you agree that that was the right 
way to handle the matter?” 

“Yes, sir,” she answered honestly. “It 
seemed simple enough to me then, not 
hurting anybody. It was only later, when 
I talked to my husband and found out 
something about how adoptions are han- 
dled that I wondered if we’d done the right 
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thing. But I wasn’t worried, not really. I 
thought Margie would let Mrs. Caruthers 
alone, and I didn’t know she was ever 
going to marry this—this—” 

Ned Johnson shouted, “The father of her 
child! We’d have been married sooner if 
the police had given us a chance. My 
wife made a mistake giving our child 
away, and afterward we couldn’t find him. 
But we’ve found him now and he belongs 
to us.” 

I testified that Margie had always 
known where the child was, had taken my 
three thousand dollars a year before in 
exchange for her promise to tell her hus- 
band Stan was dead. It shamed me to 
admit being a party to a thing like that, 
and I had a feeling the judge knew that 
and believed me for that reason, but I 
couldn’t prove what I said and of course 
Margie hotly denied it. 

But the judge gave no indication of what 
his decision might be until he sent for 
Stan. He had asked, “What about the boy? 
Does he understand the nature of this 
hearing?” 

My husband 
Honor.” 

“And has he met his natural parents?” 

Ned Johnson shouted, “He hasn’t had a 
chance. I’ve been trying to see him for 
weeks, and they sent him off for a visit so 
I couldn’t.” 

[t was true enough. Stanley’s lips tight- 
ened but neither of us spoke. 

And then Stan was brought in. He gazed 
briefly at Margie whose fixed smile could 
not hide the coolness in her eyes. Then 
he looked at Ned. He said wonderingly, 

Gee, you look like me.” 

Ned’s eyes were tender, his voice gentle, 
and for the first time I felt a stab of sym- 
pathy for this man. He said, “Rather you 
look like me, son. Which isn’t too unusual. 
Boys often look like their real fathers. I 
think you and I could be good friends, 


don’t you?” 


answered. “Yes. Your 


Stan looked away uncomfortably, his eyes 
seeking Stanley’s. The judge prompted, 
You should answer that question, son.” 
Stan looked back at Ned Johnson. He said 


slowly, “Yeah. I guess we could, if I knew 
ou better. But I don’t, and I guess I 
won't since you don’t live here.” 

Ned Johnson said quickly, “You could 
come live with us, if you want to.” 

Stan shook his head firmly, “I like it 
vhere I live. I want to stay with Mother 
ind Daddy.” 

Ned started to speak and the judge in- 
terrupted, “Stan, do you understand exact- 
ly what you’re saying? If the choice were 
your own, would you choose to live with 
Mr. and Mrs. Caruthers, to have them le- 
gally adopt you?” 
he said, “I want to live with 
them till I grow up.” 

lhe judge sent him away, and turned to 
Ned. His voice was kind, and I knew that 
he too felt as I did, that this man, no mat- 
ter what he had done in his youth, de- 
served some sympathy. He wanted a child, 
62 


‘ ” 
sure, 


and his wife could never give him another 
one, and his firstborn would never be his. 
Because I knew before the judge opened 
his mouth that Stan, blessedly, would be 


ours. 

“Mr. Johnson,” he said, “I can under- 
stand your situation, and I do not like to 
see a man penalized for the mistakes of his 
youth. I think it is very unfortunate that 
you and your wife cannot adopt a child, 
and I believe you, at least, would have 
made a good parent. But I’m afraid I can- 
not agree that you have any rights to Stan 
Caruthers. You could have married his 
mother before he was born. marriages can 
be arranged in prison. You could also 
have made arrangements for his care until 
you got out. You didn’t because you were 
young and didn’t care at the time. I realize 
you have changed now, and it’s unfortu- 
nate that the change came too late. But 
your child, at least, has been fortunate. 
The Caruthers have been thoroughly in- 
vestigated, they have given the boy a good 
home. I must decree that they have the 
right to legally adopt the boy now, and 
that you and your wife must make no ef- 
fort to stand in the way of adoption.” 

Ned Johnson was honestly crying when 
he left, and so was Mrs. Barnes. Margie 
wasn’t. She tried to look solemn but I 
think she was glad she wouldn’t be both- 
ered with a twelve-year-old boy. 

When they had gone the judge turned 
to me. “Mrs. Caruthers, you were com- 
pletely wrong in your method of obtaining 
a child, and as an educated woman you 
must have known it. You were even more 
wrong in the deal you made last year with 
the Johnson woman. However, I under- 
stand your motive in trying to make your 
husband believe he had a son of his own, 
though I cannot condone your action. But 
it is obvious that you and Mr. Caruthers 
have ‘raised a happy, well-adjusted son, 
and the main interest of this court is to 
assure the welfare of the child. I feel that 
Stan is better off with you, and that any 
change in his home conditions would hurt 
him. Therefore, there will be no charges 
against you regarding your manner of ob- 
taining him, provided you apply.” 


ND SO it was over. Stanley and Stan 

and I drove home together. Stan chat- 
tered, but my husband was quiet. But 
there was a look of peace in his eyes. 

When Stan had gone to bed that night, 
Stanley took me tenderly in his arms for 
the first time since that dreadful night 
when the Johnsons had burst in on us. 

He said, “Sweet, let’s say it all now and 
clear the air and then forget it. I’m sorry 
I’ve been hateful lately. I shouldn’t have 
blamed you, I didn’t really. It was just so 
hard to adjust to the idea that you’d been 
fooling me all these years. And yes, it 
was hard to adjust to the fact that Stan 
wasn’t really mine too. But I don’t feel 
that way any more, I know he is mine, in 
every sense that matters.” 


“Of course he is, Stanley. And about 


my fooling you—oh, darling. I knoy L 
shouldn’t have, and I know what I did y 
illegal. But—oh, what should I have don (¢ 


We needed a baby, both of us.” 


He nodded. “Yes, we did. And yJ i 
couldn’t have done better than taking tha” bod 
particular baby. What should you hay “Where 
done? Well, sweet, I think you sho ol 

two ot 3 


have taken him, and I guess you were rig 
too not to write me in the hospital and tg apposed 
me our child was dead. At that time so 
would have been pretty hard to take. By “Oh. ¢ 
after I got home—well, you could hg kinfolk. 
told me then. I’d have taken the prope “Okay. 
steps, we'd have adopted the baby befopp/™™Y ~ 
Marge even got married and there'd hay 
been no trouble.” 

“But I didn’t want you hurt even then’ 
I was crying now. 

He shook me gently. “I know. Edith headed 
And don’t you see, that’s what’s been hun! n 
ing me these last few weeks? You couldn} that Joun' 
bear to see me hurt because I wasn't; lave a d 
whole man. I was somebody who had jj It val 
be protected. If I’d been a complete ma [told a 
and we just for some reason couldn’t hay with that 
any children—well, you’d have told m Tiree 
the truth about Stan, you’d have let m nyselt - 
share the whole thing.” table. ) 

“Tt wasn’t like that,” I insisted. “I fooled -_ qu 
you at first so as not to have to write tha vell, Sy 
letter. And afterwards—oh, it just seemed Well. 
so pointless to tell you.” graduatic 

He laughed softly. “Have it your om gs 
way, darling, but I know better. I knov§ ., » 
why you kept up the bluff, but it doesn’ ily.” T 
hurt any more, Edith. When Stan stool} ” ee 
there in the judge’s chambers and said he Poy 
wanted to stay with his mother and daddy  * 
—well, honey, at that moment I knew! ‘Swell 
was a whole man—whole enough to have 7 
been a good father, anyway, just as you om 
were a good mother. And I knew that the what ‘” 
other—well, I won’t say it doesn’t matter, ‘Supp 
but it won’t matter ultimately. Not a 7. 
long as I have a brave wife who refused § , ; 
to let it matter. It won’t matter when wf ou 
grow old together and watch our son grow think yo 
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for me—well, all that passes. The hurt}, 


: 0, 
the resentment, it’s passed already. Te "We le 
night I’m a happy man.” Ifelt al 

Yes, I understood, and that happiness he ia 


spoke of—I could share that, the way we'd 
always shared the important things excep! § 4 prr 
for the secret I'd kept so stupidly. Bok 


I had my husband and my son and 4 § other ey 
house full of love. Maybe because of what } could d 
I'd done I didn’t quite deserve all that, } it Finz 
but my husband thought I did and the J there at 


judge had agreed that I did, and so Td | “Can 
just hug my happiness close to my heart Emmy | 
and be grateful for the rest of my life § Cousi 

THE END § tlance | 
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Unwilling Wife 
(Continued from Page 19) 


he said to me. 
“Where’s who?” I asked, surprised. 
“Your keeper. cousin Emmy Lou. The 
»of you are as thick as thieves, so I just 
upposed one of you was guarding the 


other.” 


“Oh. come now.” I protested. “We're 
kinfolk. We're supposed to be friendly.” 
“Okay.” he said. “So where’s cousin 
fmmy Lou now?” 
“She stayed home 
feel well.” 

“Well. good for her.” he said with a 
vink. Then Bob took my arm and we 
headed for the door. “I know a little 
place,” he said. “that’s a lot quieter than 
that joint up the street and you can even 
have a drink with dinner. Come along.” 
Jt was just a casual luncheon together, 
Itold myself, and there was nothing wrong 
with that, 

Three casual luncheons later, I found 
nyself talking seriously to Bob across the 
table. “Bob—.” I started slowly, “I—I 
don’t quite know how to say this, but— 
well, 1 am a married woman. you know.” 


today. She didn’t 


“Well. those don’t exactly look like 
gaduation rings on the third finger of 
your left hand.” he said. smiling. 


“Oh. I guess I sound a little forward and 
lly.” I said, “but I wouldn’t want people 
to start talking—not that there’s anything 
between us, of course—” 

“Oh. no, of course not,” 
a grin. 

“Well, you know what I mean,” 
desperately, not really knowing 
what I meant. 

“Suppose you tell me,” he answered, his 
smile and manner still playful. 

“Well.” I started. dropping my eyes, 
‘ou’re an attractive man, and—and [| 
think you like me and—” 

Bob’s hand reached across the table and 
covered mine, and the warmth of his touch 
was like magic. “Like you!” he said. 
“Marie, I’ve never been in love in my life, 
but if I’m ever going to be. you’re going 
to be it.” 

His words stunned me so I could only 
blush and put my free hand to my face. 

Bob withdrew his hand. “Well, I guess 
that’s enough confessing for one day. Let’s 
90,” 


Bob said with 


I said 
myself 


We left the restaurant arm in arm, and 
lfelt alive in every fibre. Was this what 
lve was like? Was I finding out too late? 


AFTER THAT, I felt a need to avoid 
Bob, but how could I? We saw each 
ther every day, and there was nothing we 
‘ould do—or really wanted to do—about 
i. Finally, one rainy afternoon, Bob was 
there at closing time. 
“Can I give you girls a lift?” he said to 
Emmy Lou and me. 
Cousin Emmy Lou shot me a quizzical 
lance that let me know she was beginning 
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to wonder about Bob and me, and my voice 
was barely more than a whisper when I 
murmured to Bob: “Thank you.” 

Emmy Lou lived the closest, and I was 
thankful that we didn’t have to do any 
maneuvering for Bob to take me home last. 
[t was a rather quiet ride to her house with 
Bob doing most of the talking. But once 
she was out of the car, Bob said to me: 
‘Three can really be a crowd, can’t it?” 

[ smiled. “I guess so.” 

We drove a couple of more blocks in 
ilence when suddenly a_ panel truck 
roared into the intersection against a red 
light, its tires skidding on the rain-slick 
pavement. I let out a little cry and Bob 
pulled on the steering wheel of the car. 
We missed the careening truck by inches, 
and it lunged on out of control toward a 
sidewalk filled with waiting bus riders. 
There was a sickening crash behind us as 
t went past. 

Bob reeled the car to the curb and we 
both leaped out. I stood beside the car, 
staring dumbfoundedly as Bob ran back 
to the accident. I was afraid of the sight 
of blood, but I ventured a few steps closer. 
Pretty soon, Bob came back to me. 

“Tt’s a miracle,” he said, “but no one 
was hurt. The truck hit that utility pole. 
That’s the only thing that saved those peo- 
ple waiting for a bus.” 

“Thank goodness,” I said. 

“The police will be here in a minute and 
they’ll want to talk to witnesses so I'd bet- 
ter stick around.” Then he noticed me 
shivering in the rain. “Get back in the 
ar, Marie, before you catch cold,” he said. 

I crawled back in and waited for the 
iccident investigation to take place. In 
ibout fifteen minutes, Bob came back to 
the car and got in. 

“Oh, Bob, you’re soaked,” I said, look- 
ng at his rain-drenched figure. 

“T think we’ve both had it,” he an- 
swered. “You're still shivering, too. We 
an remedy the situation if you’ve got 
time.” 

“Oh?” I asked. 

“How soon do you have to be home?” 

“Well, I—I don’t guess I really have to 
ish,” I said. 

“Good. A warm fire and brandy will 
take care of everything.” And before I 
ould even answer, he swung the car 
iround and was headed off in another di- 
rection—his apartment. 

| had often read stories of the elegant 
quarters of bachelors who astounded girls 
with their excellent taste in furnishings 
ind their lavish living. But Bob’s place 
was not out of a storybook. Instead, it was 
neat and clean and fairly simple. A sitting 
oom, bedroom, kitchen and bath. I 
thought at once that it needed a woman’s 
touch—mine, perhaps. 

We got out of our raincoats and I saw 
Bob was wet through to his suit. I walked 
to him and ran my hand up the side of 
his sleeve, feeling first the dampness of 
the cloth, then the warmness of him under- 
neath. My hand rested there a moment 


longer than I intended, and in that mo- 
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ment Bob’s arms were suddenly around 
me, pulling me to him. My face turned 
up to his, and without a word our lips met 
in a fiery kiss, and a sudden, flash-flood of 
passion. 

“Bob, oh Bob,” I said when we pulled 
away, running my fingers nervously up 
and down the line of buttons on his shirt, 
and then we were kissing again, lost from 
all time and place, suspended in space 
and neither caring to find our way to earth 
again. My trembling body, pressed against 
Bob’s, hungered in a way never felt before. 
Only Bob had ever created that hunger, 
and only he could fulfill it... 


WO HOURS later, Bob let me out of 

his car in front of my house, and with 
only a squeeze of our hands, he was gone 
and I was scurrying for my front door; 
only a tender clenching of flesh to climax 
all we had been to each other that after- 
noon. 

John was already at home, and for a 
moment I had a sinking feeling of facing 
him so soon after my unfaithfulness. But 
I had thought of all this before I left 
Bob’s apartment, and, since I had never 
been late getting home before, I saw no 
reason why John should be upset. I 
made some excuse about shopping late 
with Emmy Lou and we let it go at that. 

The next day, Bob came in the office 
only once, and paused momentarily at my 
desk. Leaning over to my ear, he whis- 
pered: “I love you.” 

I said nothing, but my heart sang its 
answer. 

Three days later, I was back in Bob’s 
apartment—alone with him to find a peace 
and love I had never known. Before I 
left him that evening, I knew without a 
doubt that I was one man’s wife but an- 
other man’s woman, 

I made the usual excuse—shopping late 
—to John when I got home, and again 
he asked no questions. Later that evening, 
however, I noticed John pouring a drink 
from a bottle in the kitchen. I was sur- 
prised, for we had never kept whiskey at 
home before. We never had friends in, 
and John only took an occasional drink 
whenever we went out. Now. he did not 
offer me an explanation of his drinking 
at home, and I felt that my own actions 
of the evening had not been questioned, 
I would not question his. 

As time wore on, I spent more time with 
Bob, and John spent more time with his 
bottle. Soon, two revelations swept over 
me: First, John’s drinking could only 
mean one thing: he suspected my unfaith- 
fulness. Secondly, my own love for Bob 
was growing stronger, my need for him 
greater than the limits of time imposed 
by our illicit affair. 

It was Bob, himself, who openly sug- 
gested that matters be brought to a head. 
“This isn’t what I want for us, Marie,” 
he complained one evening at his apart- 
ment. “I want more than just what we 
see of each other at work, or the hour or 
so we have together here. My love for 


you is good and clean, and I want us y 
have the same kind of life together.” 

I kissed him and clung to him with, 
heart overflowing with love. “Oh, Boh 
if it could only be so,” I sighed. 

“It has to be so, Marie,” he said firmly 
“You—you can ask John for a divorce’ 

I was silent for a long moment. “Yes— 
yes, I suppose so,” I answered finally, “Ty 
thought about it for weeks, knowing j 
was the only way. We can’t go on lik 
this.” 

“T don’t suppose it will be easy,” Boh 
said, “and I guess I’m sticking my nec 
out. This practically gives him the leg) 
right to come looking for me with a gun” 

“John wouldn’t.” I said. “He doesn} 
know about you.” But silently I wondered 
just how much John did know. 

“Tell him,” Bob urged. “Tell him to 


night.” 


WHEN I ARRIVED home that evening 
John was at the bottle. For the firs 
time in weeks I studied him closely, notic. 
ing the haggard look of his eyes, the fresh 
wrinkles in his face. When he spoke, his 
tongue was thick in his mouth. 

“Just having a little drink, Marie,” he 
explained. “Drinking is good for a man, 
you know. Keeps him company when his 
wife shops a lot.” 

He didn’t even look at me when he said 
it, but instead downed his drink in one 
swallow. 

“John, I want to talk to you,” I said 
hesitantly. 

“Talk? To me?” he said, weaving u- 
steadily as he turned again to his bottle. 

“That’s very nice of you, Marie. You 
haven’t really talked to me in weeks. Oh. 
you’ve talked at me, but not to me.” 

“John, please listen carefully, and ty 
to understand what I am going to say.” 

“What are you going to say, Marie? 
That you haven’t been shopping all thes 
evenings with Emmy Lou? You don’t need 
to tell me that. I’ve known it since the 
first evening when Emmy Lou called to 
speak to you an hour before you got 
home.” 

I turned my head away in shame. 

“What else were you going to tell me, 
Marie? That you don’t love me and never 
have? Well, I guess I’ve known that from 
the very first, too. But I kept thinking 
maybe that you could learn to love me. 
Women do learn to love men, you know, 
if they really try.” 

I looked at John again now, and saw a 
tired old stranger. 

“What can a man do, Marie.” John 
asked, tears brimming his eyes, “when he 
knows his wife doesn’t love him? What 
can he do when he knows that every time 
he touches her it makes her sick at the 
stomach? Tell me, Marie. Tell me what 
to do.” 

His voice was a tearful plea, and ! 
looked at him only a moment longer be 
fore I buried my face in my hands to 
weep in silence. 
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since I’d been away. The kitchen gleamed 
from Mom’s constant scrubbing and the 
living room was neat and comfortable as 
in old shoe. I could just picture myself 
lolling around the house, not going any- 
where. At the moment, I felt I never 
wanted to leave home again—ever. 

“I’m so glad we’re going to share the 
hedroom,” Carole chattered. “It'll be dif- 
ferent from before. Then I was nothing 
hut a kid. Now we'll be two women to- 
ether, and we can talk about things—you 


know, men and dates, and everything!” 


“Men! You mean boys, don’t you?” I 
laughed. 
“Don’t laugh.” my sister said. “I’m 


xrown up now, and boys bore me. I do 
mean men.” 

[ just laughed and shook my head. I 
ouldn’t take her seriously. What did a 
child like her know about men? And 
vhat on earth could we talk about? Cer- 
tainly not the things 7 knew! 

[ was surprised and grateful for the way 
\lom had explained away the real reason 
for my long absence. The story she had 
told everyone was very convincing. I was 
sure that she had forced Dad to go along 
with the deception against the stern reli- 
zious principles he always had. I could 
tell he disapproved of the whole thing. 
\nd I had a feeling that while he was 
enuinely glad to see me home, he still 
felt that I ought to “pay” for my mistake. 

Lord knows I had paid a far greater 
price than he could ever imagine, but to 
his strict way of thinking, a person who 
was atoning for his sin had to go around 
vith a long face and never appear to be 
enjoying life. But I was too happy to be 
home and too anxious to start a new life. 
\ll I had to do, I told myself. was watch 
ny step so that nothing I did or said 
would betray my past. 

[hat wasn’t too easy at first, sharing a 
oom as I did with Carole. She wanted 
to know all about the school I was sup- 
posed to have attended while living with 
elatives in New York. But once I made 
ip a good story and stuck to it, I had no 
trouble on that score. What did upset me 
vas the way Carole insisted on bringing 
ip the one subject I didn’t even want to 
think about—men. 

(ctually, I was afraid that once I got 
tarted, my bitterness would reveal my se- 
et. So mostly I listened to her rattling 
and on, and revealing a surprisingly 
mature attitude about life and love. But 
of course, a lot of her ideas were all 
vrong, and it was all I could do to keep 
from grabbing her by the shoulders and 
shaking some sense into her. 

[t was not only things that Carole said 
that kept me on guard. She was very ob- 
ervant; she noticed too many things. For 
nstance, one night we were getting ready 
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Bad Girl In The Family 


(Continued from Page 27) 


for bed and as I raised my slip over my 
head, Carole said, “I never noticed that 
scar before, Ruthie. How’d you get it?” 

I dropped my hands to cover the long 
scar along the side of my stomach. It 
was the constant reminder of an episode 
in my life that I could never tell anyone 
about, least of all my kid sister who ido- 
lized me. Somehow, I passed it off as an 
appendix scar, realizing that if I ever 
really did have appendicitis I'd be in a 
bad fix. 

That night I found it impossible to go to 
sleep. My fingers kept rubbing the rough- 
ened edges of the scar, and my mind 
drifted back to the day several months 
after my arrival in New York when I 
stood across the street from a grim-looking 
brownstone building near midtown Man- 
hattan ... 


WAS SCARED that afternoon as I was 

jostled back and forth by the homeward- 
bound crowds. A man, hurrying along 
with his head down, almost collided with 
me. Then, as so often happens, we both 
moved first one way, then the other. Each 
time, I was blocking his path. Finally, he 
stood still and said exasperatedly, “Make 
up your mind, will you, sister? I’m too 
tired to play games. If you’ve got nowhere 
to go then just stand still and let me walk 
around you!” 

Mumbling an apology, [ turned and hur- 
ried across the street and into the entrance 
of the building. Once inside, it was too 
late to change my mind. A short time 
later, I found myself seated in an office 
across the desk from a young, rather stern- 
faced woman. I told her my name and 
said, “I’m not sure whether you can help 
me. You see, the baby is due in two 
months, but my husband is—well. he’s not 
working.” 

“Maybe you did come to the wrong 
place,” Miss Hall said, adjusting her 
glasses. “This is the Mary Rogers Home 
for Unmarried Mothers. So you see, Mrs. 
Gibson, we would be unable to help you.” 

I lowered my eyes and fumbled with my 
purse. “I see.” I sighed hopelessly. get- 
ting up and starting for the door. 

“Unless, of course, you really aren’t 
married,” Miss Hall said. 

I stopped with my hand on the door, 
fighting back the tears her words brought 
to my eyes. For weeks, I had grimly re- 
fused to cry about my predicament, but 
now, all of a sudden, I could no longer 
hold back the tears of shame and humilia- 
tion. I covered my face with my hands 
and surrendered to the convulsive sobs 
that shook my body. Miss Hall came over 
to me. I felt her comforting hand on my 
shoulder as she said, “Go ahead, get it out 
of your system. Then we can talk about 
it.” She led me back to the chair and 


handed me a box of tissue from lier de 
“How—how did you know?” I sniffed, 

Her face relaxed into an understandjy 
smile. “You're not the first girl to find} 
easier to pretend than to face the truth’ 
she told me. “I’ve been behind this deg 
long enough to be able to know when; 
girl is trying to fool me—and herself.” 

“T feel so awful!” I sobbed. 

“Well you can just stop!” she sai 
sharply. “We don’t have time to feel sor 
for ourselves here. We’re too busy. Jug 
remember you're not the first girl with thi 
problem. The thing to do is solve it, ng 
cry over it.” 

Miss Hall’s little lecture helped me y 
get a grip on myself and soon I was tel. 
ing her the whole story. How I had falle 
in love with Tim Gibson, a musician wh 
came through town. 

If I had been unloved at home or with 
out friends, what happened might hay 
made more sense. But as it was. I wa 
very happy at home and popular with both 
the girls and fellows at school. I can only 
blame the glamour and excitement of the 
bit of show business that I saw, plus the 
fact that I was as romantically naive a 
only a seventeen-year-old small town git 
can be. 

Of course, Tim was older and far mor 
experienced than I, and it was easy fo 
him to convince me that the feeling we 
had for each other was love and that we 
belonged together in spite of everything 
So when the band he was playing with 
moved on to the next stop on its tour, | 
went along. In the note I left for Mom, 
told her not to worry and that Tim and! 
would be married the next day. 

We weren’t married the next day, the 
next, or ever. I’m not trying to excuse my: 
self when I say that Tim’s hold over me 
was so great that after the first week or 9 
of first one excuse, then another. I gave 
up asking him when we would make it 
legal. The reasons he gave for putting it 
off were not at all convincing, but infatua 
tion blinded me. 

I was too busy having fun with Tim and 
the boys in the band to give much thought 
to my parents and how they must feel. 
Later, I learned that my father took it very 
hard and swore that he no longer consid 
ered me his daughter. It happened to be 
summer when I ran away and Carole was 
away at camp. Mom told her and anyone 
else who asked that I had gone to visit rel 
atives. At the end of summer, when I did 
not return, Mom merely announced that 
I had enrolled in school there. 

Miss Hall listened intently to my story 
and assured me that she was neither 
shocked nor inclined to preach to me; 
she’d heard the same thing too many times 
before. “Where is the young man, this 
Tim Gibson, now?” she asked me. 

I closed my eyes and my lower lip trem 
bled as I went on with my story. When 
we got to New York, Tim forgot about 
working and settled down to partying night 
and day. There was a regular parade o 
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actors, musicians, models and glamour 
girls in and out of our hotel room. I tried 
to ignore the way Tim made a play for 
every girl who looked good to him, and 
somehow I managed to fend off the wolves 
who kept making passes at me. What hurt 
me most was the way Tim laughingly 
waved aside my complaints, reminding me 
[was no longer an innocent young girl. 

“You know the score, baby,” he’d say. 
“Relax and enjoy yourself—like me.” 
Then he’d go back to his hard-eyed glam- 
our girls, leaving me to the men with their 
leering expressions and roaming hands. 

Finally, Tim ran out of money and had 
to go back to work. I remember how he 
stood in the door, his instrument case in 
his hand, smiling down at me. “Well, it’s 
been fun, baby,” he said. “Take care of 
ourself.” 

“When will you be back?” I asked in- 
nocently. 

He shrugged. “Who knows? But you 
can stay here as long as you want.” He 
winked. “If you get lonesome, give Fred- 
die a ring. He told me he digs you the 
most.” 

Then a quick kiss and he was gone. I 
got lonely, all right, but I didn’t call Fred- 
die or any other of Tim’s friends. Like a 
trusting child I waited for my lover to 
come back. But the days passed without a 
word from Tim. A week after he left, I got 
the shock of my life—I was pregnant! 
Frantically, I tried to locate Tim. He was 
sill out of the city, so I went to the mu- 
sicians’ union and left a message for him. 

The situation got really desperate a 
short time later when I had to give up the 
hotel room. The rent Tim had paid had 
mun out and I had no money. The first two 
nights after that I slept on a bench in 
Grand Central Station, but on the third 
night the police made me leave. I rode the 
subway until morning, and by then I knew 
what I had to do; I found my way to the 
Mary Rogers Home for Unmarried 
Mothers. 

When I finished, Miss Hall started fill- 
ing out an admittance form. “I think you 
qualify for our help, Ruth,” she said. 

I found more than shelter and medical 
care at the Home; I found a maturity and 
courage that enabled me to go through the 
most painful, terrifying ordeal I ever faced. 
Before my time came, Miss Hall tried sev- 
tal times to get in touch with Tim, but 
wmehow I knew that even if he got the 
messages she left for him he would not 
show up. 

After it was all over, they told me I had 
lost the baby in a Caesarean birth. I can’t 
ay | felt any remorse; just a numbness, 
wif 1 were half dead and half alive and 
would never be the same person I was be- 
fore, I was still at the Home when Mom 
found me. The people at the home had 
wtified my parents and my mother had 
made the trip to see me and take me home. 

But I couldn’t go back with her, not 
tren after she told me that no one, not 
fen my sister, suspected the truth. Mom 
tied a little, then gave me the money 
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she’d brought along for my fare and went 
back home. The day before I left the 
home. I ran my fingers over the ugly scar 
left by the Caesarean operation, realizing 
that it was a badge of shame that I would 
carry with me the rest of my life, I 
cried ... 

My sister’s curiosity about the scar 
brought back the memories, but not the 
tears. Her attempts to get me to exchange 
confidences with her, talk about the men 
in my life only made me more cautious 
about what I said about my past. 


A BOUT TWO MONTHS after I return- 

ed home, Carole asked me to go out 
on a double date with her. “Charlie says 
he'll bring along his cousin Phil for you,” 
Carole told me excitedly. “According to 
Charlie he’s great people!” 

“You're a dear for thinking about your 
old maid sister,” I said, “but I’m afraid 
you'll have to count me out.” 

“Don’t say that, even in a joke—old 
maid!” She shuddered and screwed up 
her face. She peered at me closely. “You 
know, maybe being stuck away in that 
girls’ school is the reason you act as you 
do,” she added. “If you don’t watch out, 
you will be an old maid.” 

“Bachelor girl we’re called these days,” 
I smiled. “Is that so bad?” 

Carole waved her hand. “Call it what 
you want. By any name—it smells!” 

“Carole!” I was shocked. 

She came over and knelt on my bed. 
“I’m serious, Ruthie,” she told me. “All 
the gang is asking about my big sister, 
when you’re going to come around and all 
that. If I told them what you said they’d 
think you were positively ancient!” 

In the end, I agreed to meet some of her 
friends. It was at the American Legion 
clubhouse, where dances were held for 
young people every Friday. The bar was 
closed and only soft drinks and hot dogs 
were sold, but I noticed that some of the 
fellows brought along their own supply of 
liquor, which was used to spike the soda 
pop. 

But they were mostly a nice bunch of 
kids, nice looking and well mannered, but 
all of them trying to act more sophisticated 
and worldly than they really were. I no- 
ticed, too, that while the girls were Ca- 
role’s age, most of the fellows were much 
older, some quite obviously in their 20’s. 

The older fellows were the ones with the 
liquor and, as it turned out, their own 
cars. They spent most of the evening lin- 
ing up girls who were willing to be driven 
home—the long way around. One of the 
fellows, Jeff, latched onto me and spent 
the entire evening trying to convince me 
that I should leave with him. The line he 
handed me was so crude it was almost 
laughable. But as I glanced around at 
Carole, dancing with Jeff’s buddy, she 
seemed to be hanging on every word he 
was whispering into her ear. 

“Oh, don’t be that way, Ruthie!” Carole 
said impatiently, when I suggested leav- 
ing a short time later. “You’re not at 
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school where there’s a curfew. Besides, as 
long as I’m with you, Mom won’t mind 
how late I stay out.” 


UT Mom did mind. She thought I 

was the one who was leading Carole 
astray. “I can’t tell you how to run your 
life, Ruth,” Mom said later after Carole 
was home and in bed. “But it’s different 
with Carole, She’s still—” 

“Pure and innocent?” I blurted out. 
“But I’m not, is that it? There’s nothing 
more that can happen to me.” 

“I didn’t mean it that way,” she said 
quietly. “I only mentioned it because Ca- 
role looks up to you, the way a younger 
sister should.” 

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, ashamed at 
losing my temper. Of course, Mom was 
right. But how was she to know that her 
darling baby daughter was wilder than 
the one who had run away and gotten into 
trouble. Naturally, I couldn’t tell her such 
a thing. 

Fortunately, Carole had not yet become 
involved in the more serious escapades I 
learned about from her friends at the 
dance. Realizing that my mother would 
hold me responsible if anything happened 
to my sister, I was determined to do every- 
thing I could to keep her straight. 

The trouble was, Carole was convinced 
that the one way to be popular with the 
boys was to go along with anything they 
suggested. “Take petting, for instance,” 
Carole said one night, as she lay on her 
bed spouting her “philosophy.” “It stands 
to reason that a girl who says ‘hands off 
just doesn’t rate. The fellows will pass 
along the word and she'll be about as pop- 
ular as a Dixieland platter on a juke box 
full of rock ’n’ roll!” 

“Still, the boys will respect her for her 
ideals,” I said, 

Carole laughed disdainfully. “Now 
you’re sounding like Mom, and she doesn’t 
even know who Chuck Berry is, so you 
know she’s nowhere! Look, Ruthie. I 
know you’re older than me and all that, 
but to tell the truth I think I’m more hep 
than you are. At least, I know what’s hap- 
pening. This holding hands and gazing at 
the moon stuff is strictly for the birds these 
days.” 

A sudden fear clutched my heart. “But 
you haven’t—I mean, you don’t let the 
boys—go the limit?” I asked cautiously. 

“IT might—if he asks me.” she said flip- 
pantly. 

“Meaning Charlie?” 

“Who else? We're engaged. sort of.” 
she told me. 

“Engaged! But—” 

“Until we start boring each other silly! 
Then, we'll find other dates.” 

Carole’s ideas upset me to no end, but at 
least, I consoled myself, as long as she 
merely talked there was still hope that 
her mixed-up notions of love and romance 
would mature. Meanwhile, I finally met 
Charlie’s cousin Phil. Carole kept after 
me until I agreed to double date with her. 
Phil turned out to be nice; the kind of 
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didn’t try to talk me into being intimg = 
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wasn’t “that kind of girl” and was conte [fer * 
with being my steady. As we saw more; ot 
each other, we both began to feel a deep woe wa 
emotion than just friendship. og k 
One night on the way home from a driy/,’ oa 
in movie, Phil said, “I guess we're ‘g,. ' — 
gaged’ now, that’s the way the kids putj, 
What do you think of the idea?” ve 


I gazed at his strong profile in the ligh| © nt 
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of the street lamps and felt a surge of ten}. » I 
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der affection. “Yes, I guess we are,” J sai 
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“Only—I’m too old to be playing kil ot 


games.” he went on. “Ruth—I want this ty al 
be for real!” "Ten 
My heart leaped and I had trouble con. a 
trolling my voice. “But suppose we Ble sa 
bored with each other?” I asked. Ls me 
He shook his head. “I'll never get bored . 
with you. I kind of think I’m in love.” fe | 
He stopped the car and turned to face nin 


ing me 
me. “How about you?” ning , 
My kiss was my answer, and at that mo (aagini 


ment I was happier than I’d ever been be-; His 1 
fore. From then on, Phil and I spent all 
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up in my own romance that [ had DO} rele: 


time to keep an eye on Carole. Suddenly. 4 alti 
I realized that she was no longer confid- 
ehusic to keep 
ing in me. She kept her thoughts to her- + we st 
self and adopted an attitude of ultra al br 
sophistication that was well nigh insufler- ces 
able. Th | 
Carole just smiled mysteriously when lle “ 
tried to regain her confidence. “You're nol 
really interested in my love life, Ruth 
dear,” she said. “Besides, from what I hear throug! 
about the old-fashioned romance you have bene 
with Phil, I might be teaching you bad Pa a 
habits if I talked about Charlie and me.” dite 
She refused to elaborate, but her whole 
attitude toward me let me know that she 
considered me a real square. It would have 
been funny if it hadn’t been so frightening a 
—my little sister believed that she was a |. i 
woman of the world, and treated me like a Carole 
babe in arms. She no longer bothered to ites 
argue with me when I lectured her on the two ‘hil 
merits of remaining a “good” girl. She just thous 
listened, then would say, “You live your the fel 
life your way, and let me live mine—and vindi 
we'll see who has the most fun!” h a 
But, again, I was too entranced with my we we 
newfound happiness to worry much about “Wh 
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plete contentment was my father’s coolness 
toward me, Ever since I came home, Dad | A su 
had made it clear that having me home | %an— 
again was not his idea. I loved my father | “I’ve 
very much, but I felt that he was harsher | ‘Pleas 


than necessary on me. He 





ting with NE NIGHT, Dad made some remark 


as a |i about my seeing so much of Phil. 
le work Thy not?” I asked. “We love each other. ‘i 
eTmMary My father frowned. I thought he was 
tled ing to start preaching again about stay- 
0S, home and repenting for my sins. But 
of ye -asked sternly, “Does this young man 
cadyiil pw about you? About the time you were 


‘ ay from home and doing anything and 
) erything you were big enough to do?” 
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e.” T sai ke, so you don’t have to keep reminding 
e. I’m sorry. What more do you want me 
do? Walk around with a sign around 
y neck with all the gory details?” 
“Please, Ruth, let me explain,” Dad 
uble COegan, but I cut him off and ran out of 
* We fl, room. That night when Phil told me 
how much he loved me and how hard it 
yas to wait, I threw caution to the winds 
ind agreed to marry him as he’d been beg- 
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imagining you in some other guy’s arms!” 

His lips met mine tenderly in a kiss that 
jbecame hard and demanding when my 
pe arms went around his neck. When he final- 

it My released me, we both were trembling, 

“and although I prided myself in being able 
‘to keep myself under control, I knew that 
‘if we stayed there in the car sharing kisses 
‘and breath-taking caresses, all my de- 
“fenses would melt away. 

[had Phil drive me home, quickly, be- 
when | , Pa gate ‘ 
; fore the passion he had aroused swept us 
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e, Ruth , ; 

later. When I got home and _ tip-toed 
THE rough the darkened hous bed 
have “tush the darkened house to our bed- 
rom, Carole was not there. I glanced at 
.\the clock and saw it was after two in the 
norning. 

I whirled around and ran to the front 
door just in time to catch Phil before he 
love away, Without question, he drove 
anit to the Legion Hall. only to find it dark 
Mie id all locked up. Phil guessed that 
oe Carole might be at The Hollow. The Hol- 

‘low was an area just outside town between 
onthe | _.. 
he jus two hills. It was wooded and grassy, and 
- although I’d never been there I knew that 
ye youl ; 
cal the fellows parked their cars along the 
winding road and took the girls—those 

. vho were agreeable—into the woods. 
vith my “ e ° Ps * 
: about) When I saw him earlier tonight Charlie 
- sister, ited he had a big date after the dance,” 
y com- Phil told me. 
oolness| “Take me to The Hollow,” I said. 

e, Dad | A surprised smile lighted his face. “You 
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father | Tve got to find Carole!” I explained. 
arsher | | Please hurry!” 
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honey, you can't go down to The Hollow 
and snoop around in parked cars until you 
find your sister. Another thing, I went 
along with you and your ‘let’s wait until 
we're married’ idea because I love you. 
But even your own sister laughs at you 
because of it.” 

“T don’t care!” I told him. “Please take 
me there, Phil!” 

He turned the car around and headed 
out of town. “Okay, honey, but they won’t 
like us busting in like this.” 

A short time later, we were at The Hol- 
low and Phil dimmed the car lights and 
we rolled along until we found a parking 
space. “I think Charlie and Carole were 
with Bill Simms tonight,” Phil said. “Bill’s 
got a Ford convertible—’53, I think.” 

I strained my eyes in the darkness try- 
ing to make out the cars parked in the 
shadows. Phil got out of the car with me 
and we fumbled our way along the dirt 
road. Finally, Phil spotted Bill’s car and 
I ran over to it. It was empty! 

A sickening fear knotted my stomach. 
Phil shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t feel 
badly, honey,” he consoled. “You did what 
you could. If I know my cousin, he’s some- 
where in those woods, and_ evidently 
Carole’s with him.” 

“No! Maybe it’s not too late,” 
“I’m going in there and find her!” 

Still protesting, Phil took my hand and 
together we groped our way into the 
woods. Every now and then, I softly called 
Carole’s name, but there was only silence. 
The deeper we got into the woods, the 
more scared I became. 

It was Phil who spotted them, sitting 
on a blanket under a big tree. Charlie 
cursed when he saw us, and Carole jumped 
up, smoothing her rumpled dress. “Look, 
this place is big enough so we don’t have 
to fall over each other. Go find your own 
tree!” 

“T came to take Carole home,” I said. 

I don’t even like to remember the scene 
that followed. Carole lit into me, calling 
me a “plaster saint,” a “Girl Scout buck- 
ing for a good conduct medal,” and a 
“jealous old maid who couldn’t have any 
fun and didn’t want anyone else to have 
fun.” But just by finding them there, I had 
spoiled the mood and she finally realized 
that the only thing she could do was come 
with me. 

“T’ll walk back,” Charlie growled. “I 
might say or do something that'll get me 
in trouble!” 

Carole alternately cried and cursed. Phil 
just looked unhappy about the whole 
thing. When we got to the house, Carole 
continued her racket. “I don’t care who 
hears me!” she shouted. “I think you’re 
plain chicken and I hate you!” 

Mom and Dad came out in their robes to 
see what was the matter. Carole swore 
she was out on an innocent date with 
Charlie and that i had humiliated her out 
of sheer meanness. And as she screamed 
her accusations, I realized that I had to do 
something to prove I had her best interests 
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at heart. Even though I'd been successhy 
in saving her from ruining her life 
time, there would be other times when| 
wasn’t around to “meddle,” as Carole jy 
it. 

There was only one way to show » 
head-strong sister—make myself the ho, 


rible example to prove my point. Even mpneed i 


parents were inclined to believe Carole ay 
my father said my suspicions were th 
result of my “corrupted” mind. I saw Phj 
standing in the background, uneasy aboy 
being in the middle of a family squabbk 
yet too concerned about me to leave. Our 
eyes met and he smiled. “I think Ruth‘: 
right,” he said. 

I knew then that what I had to say [fj 
have to say it in front of Phil. I could y 
longer go on hiding my past. So control. 
ling my voice with an effort and fighting 
back the tears, I told the whole ugly story, 
I told how, after I'd sent Mom home, | 
worked for a while as a bar maid: how | 
finally found Tim again, only to learn that 
he had a new girl. Still I hung pie 
hoping he might come back to me. 

“T was still infatuated with him.” I said, 
“T didn’t know what real love was. I knoy 
now.” I looked at my sister. “Take it from 
me, Carole, it’s not what you think it js 
It’s not something you can play with.” 

When I finished, the shock and surpris: 
on Carole’s face had turned to sympathy 
and contriteness. Without a word. she 
came over to me and hugged me tightly. 
Then she turned and went into the bed. 
room. 

It was several moments before I dared 
look at Phil. When I did. his features were 
twisted into a hurt expression and his eyes 
were pained. “I’m sorry. darling.” I said. 
“You had to know sooner or later. It’s best 
this way—before you get hurt real bad.” 

He shook his head slowly. as if still try- 
ing to comprehend what I had said. “I 
guess I better go now.” he said at last. 

Then I was alone with Mom and Dad. 
My mother wiped her eyes and patted my 
cheek tenderly. “I tried to spare you this.” 
she said. “If I'd kept closer watch on 
Carole—” 

“But I was the ‘bad’ girl in the family.” 
I said without anger. “You weren’t sure | 
wouldn’t slip back—you, too, Dad.” 

My father nodded slowly. “I guess I was 
so hurt by your running away I let myself 
be blinded when you came home,” he said. 
“T thought you needed to be punished some 
more. But what you did just now was more 
punishment than anyone deserves.” 

Seeing the pride in my father’s eyes 
and knowing that Carole had been shocked 
into some common sense, my world was 
complete again—except for Phil. 

It took him a long time to get over the 
shock, but one night he was there at the 
door. And from the moment I ran into his 
arms, I began to forget my sordid past. 
Only the hope that some girl, somewhere 
will read about it and stop and think, made 
me write it down this way. THE END 
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more than anything 
putting it on would 
to Daddy, 


would never let me 
as well as I knew 
Cravens. 


knew crying wouldn 


was the matter. 


said, “I don’t know. 
I guess.” I began 


trying to understand. 
she said gently, “It’s 


“Poor child,” she s 
the table and laid 
shoulder. “‘Poor. 


“Oh, Mother,” I 
“couldn’t I stay with 
Imiss him so... .” 
on my shoulder, and 
ing at the wall for 
answering. 


Finally, 
burst over then. A 
arms off, 
Daddy for what he 
about the way I feel. 
The words I had 


think were out. 


morse shook me. H 
enough? I shouldn’t 
ifit was true. 
the door as I passed. 
regret. After a while, 


‘ned my shoulders. 


‘eep that night. . . 





were there at home again. 


more than I could tell Roger, 


I couldn’t lie to her. 
and dabbing at my eyes. 


poor 
peated, and there were tears in her voice. 


she shook her head. 
misery that had been growing inside me 
D> t=) 


jumping to my feet. 
mean!” I said bitter 
lett me go because you’re trying to punish 


just trying to get even! 


Mother’s 
white. She flinched a little as if I had hit 
her, then closed her eyes in pain. 


Unwanted 


(Continued from Page 35) 


need is some fun,” Roger said decisively. 
“Let's take in a movie this weekend—and, 
of course, the Junior Hop is coming up. 
You'll go with me, won’t you, Patty?” 

| agreed and thanked him, and turned 
of into my classroom. 
have felt better, but somehow I just felt 
yorse. | wanted to wear that green dress 


I suppose I should 


in the world. Just 
make me feel closer 


make things almost as if he 


But Mother 
wear it. I knew that 
my name was Patty 


My spirits dropped lower the 
more I thought about it, and I wanted to 
ay right there in French class, though I 
+t eID at au... . 


Y FACE was so long at supper that 
V2 night that Mother asked me what 
I couldn’t tell her, any 


so I just 
I’m just feeling blue, 
to eat methodically, 


keeping my face turned down toward my 
plate, but I could feel her eyes on me, 


After a little silence, 
your father, isn’t it?” 
I nodded, gulping 


aid. She came around 
her arm around my 
child,” she re- 


asked desperately, 
him part of the time? 
Her hand tightened 
she stood there look- 
a long time without 


All the 
shook her 


“You're 
“You just won’t 


ngrily, I 
ly. 
did to you! You're 


You don’t care 
You don’t love me— 


not the way Daddy does!” 


been trying not to 
face turned 


Re- 
adn’t she been hurt 
have said that, even 


“I’m sorry,” I added stiffly 
and stalked into my bedroom, shutting 


I stood by the win- 


dow a long time, staring out into the dark- 
tess, my thoughts a turmoil of longing and 


I sighed and straight- 
I had to apologize, 


ally apologize, or I wouldn’t be able to 


Mother was bending over the kitchen 
table, cutting out a dress. Yards and yards 
of pale pink tulle were draped all over 
the chairs, and she was studying the in- 
struction sheet intently. A new formal for 
me! Instead of feeling better, my spirits 
got more dismal than ever. I didn’t want 
to wear a pink formal to the Junior Hop— 
I wanted to wear the green satin. But I 
couldn’t hurt Mother any more. Even after 
the way I'd talked to her, she’d gone right 
ahead doing something for me. I was ter- 
ribly ashamed. “Mother,” I began. I 
picked up a corner of the material and 
twisted it between my fingers, not wanting 
to meet her eyes. 

“Tt’s all right, Patty.” 
“T know you didn’t mean it. Let’s forget 
about it. Do you like this color?” There 
were two little spots of red in her cheeks, 
and though her eyes were wet and shiny, 
a determined, wobbly smile curled her 
lips. 

“T don’t know how you put up with me 
sometimes,” I said. The red spots glowed 
a little brighter. She straightened up, the 
scissors in her hand, looking me right in 
the eye. “You’re my daughter,” she said. 
“It’s: my responsibility to see that you 
grow into decent womanhood.” 

Two tears started from beneath my eye- 
lids, but I forced them back so Mother 
wouldn’t see them. Duty! Responsibility! 
Was that all I meant to her? Had my 
angry words really pointed out the truth? 
Didn’t she love me at all? I felt terribly 
cut off, as if I had fallen into a deep, 
black well. “I guess I’d better get to bed,” 
I muttered, and turned away quickly, lest 
she see my bitter expression, read the deep 
bewilderment in my heart... . 

But I didn’t sleep. Twisting and turn- 
ing, I lay listening to the rain that began 
sometime in the night. It sounded like 
giant tears falling—tears that I could not 
shed myself. What kind of life was there 
ahead for me, anyhow, miles away from 
the father who loved me? If I weren’t 
around, Mother would be free. She could 
take an easier job where she wouldn’t 
have to work hard, get herself some 
nicer clothes, maybe find a boyfriend or 
two and have some fun. Mother really 
didn’t want me around. But Daddy did! 
Hadn’t his last letter enclosing my allow- 
ance said “I love you and miss you very 
much”? Yes, Daddy wanted me—and 
Connie, too! “Come back,” she’d said just 
as I got on the bus. Well, I would come 
back, to stay this time! I’d come back 
this very night! 

Quickly, moving quietly so Mother 
wouldn’t hear, I got out of bed and 
counted the money I’d saved up during 
the last three weeks. There was enough 
to take me to Nashville—back to Daddy’s 


she said quietly. 
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warm, understanding love! In the dark, 
I packed a few clothes in the overnight 
case, folding the precious green dress care- 
fully on top. I wouldn’t leave a note. I’d 
have Daddy call Mother from Nashville, 
when there was no chance I’d ever go 
back. 

It was raining in cold, driving sheets 
when I got to the street, but I finally saw 
a cab and hailed it. I was lucky. I just 
had time to dry out a little before the bus 
was announced. My skin was all prickly 
with excitement as we rolled along smooth- 
ly. Wouldn’t Daddy be surprised—so glad 
to see me. Worn out and blissful, I closed 
my eyes and leaned back against the seat, 
falling asleep almost at once. . . 

[ guess I'll never forget Daddy’s ex- 
pression when he saw me. He and Connie 
had been eating breakfast, and he was 
still in his bathrobe, unshaved and bleary- 
eyed. I didn’t mind the whiskers. I gave 
him a big hug, whispering, “I’m so glad 
to be here! I’m going to live with you 
and Connie now!” 

He took my arms from around his neck. 
“What’s this, what’s this?” he asked 
quickly. He looked at me suspiciously, 
while the smile slowly faded from my 
face and uncertainty crumbled all the 
gladness inside me. “Did your mother 
send you?” he asked. 

I shook my head. “I ran away,” I told 
him. “You'll have to let Mother know I’m 
here.” 

A quick frown and look of dismay 
crossed his face, and he ran his hand 
through his hair with an angry gesture. 
‘Well, wait here,” he answered sharply. 
“T'll have to break the news to Connie.” 

I stood there where he left me, all the 
pleasure and excitement draining out of 
me like water from a leaky pan. I'd been 
so sure he and Connie wanted me! I 
could hear the mumble of the voices in 
the kitchen, then hers rose shrilly. “But, 
good grief, Richard, we can’t have her 
here! I’d never have any freedom at all!” 
They talked a few seconds more, then 
Daddy came back to the living room. 
“Patty, I—” he began, but I interrupted 
dully, “It’s all right. I guess she doesn’t 
want to be bothered. Just wire Mother 
I’m here and coming back tonight. You 
don’t have to explain. Ill go... .” 

I had a lot of time to think that day. 
Once I overheard Connie calling Daddy 
at work to make sure he had sent the tele- 
gram. I sat there thinking and thinking, 
about Mother and Daddy and Connie. 

Why had I ever doubted Mother’s love? 
Hadn’t she proved it over and over? 
Hadn’t she taken care of me and given 
me a home when our whole world had 

exploded in our faces? Hadn’t she shared 
my troubles, helped me solve my problems, 
Seen that I kept myself clean and good 
as she was? I’d never thought about it 
much before. just taken her for granted. 
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But now | knew, achingly, how lucky I 
was to have her! She scolded me because 
she loved me, not because she didn’t. Sud- 
denly I wanted to do something big and 
wonderful for her. 

I remembered Daddy’s harried face and 
the sharp, triumphant glint in Connie’s 
eyes as they went down the walk this 
morning. Why Connie wasn’t half as 
pretty as Mother, not when you looked 
close! Poor Daddy! Caught in the web 
of Connie’s self-centeredness, cut off from 
Mother’s real and tender love! 

Home! I thought as the bus pulled into 
the Compton station late that night. In 
just a few minutes, I'd be home! I knew 
what it meant at last! Eagerly, I searched 
the crowd for Mother’s face. but I couldn’t 
find her. That was strange—it was not 
like Mother to let me come home alone 
so late at night, no matter what I’d done. 
A finger of fear flicked my heart as I 
hurried to find a taxi. 

The yellow envelope holding Connie’s 
telegram was tucked behind the doorknob. 
With suddenly shaking fingers, I picked 
it up and put my key in the lock. Where 
was Mother? Why hadn’t she gotten it? 
Had something happened to her? 

My answer was in a few terse words 
on an envelope propped up beside the 
telephone. “Your mother is in the hospital. 
Call me at once. Dr. Norton.” In panic, 
I dialed the number he had written down, 
and what he told me filled me with utter 
terror. Apparently Mother had wakened 
and found me gone last night, dressed, 
and gone out in the icy rain to try to find 
me. A few hours later her fever had shot 
up, and the doctor had rushed her to the 
hospital. “She was so rundown she de- 
veloped a heavy case of pneumonia,” he 
said. “You can see her in the morning.” 

I set the phone down and sank down 
in a chair in a kind of daze, cold and 
numb with fear. How lonely the apart- 
ment was... Alone... I’d never really 
known what it was till now. Suppose 
Mother died? What would I do? Oh, I 
had to have Daddy now! Shakily, I 
reached for the telephone again and, my 
voice quavering, gave the long distance 
operator Daddy’s number. 

When Daddy answered the telephone, 
I didn’t even make sense for a minute, I 
was so scared and incoherent. “Please 
come, Daddy!” I sobbed frantically. “I 
need you!” Surely he would, when I was 
in such desperate trouble! Maybe he 
couldn’t have me stay with him because 
of Connie, but he understood how I felt, 
how I needed his love to lean on now! 

“T see. That’s a shame,” he was saying 
guardedly. There was a long silence, then 
he added quickly, “I'll send you a check 
to cover the hospital bills.” Unbelievingly, 
I stared at the phone with stricken eyes. 
“Aren’t you coming?” I managed to whis- 
per. 


“T don’t see how I can,” he hedged ey 
fully. “But Ill send the money 
away.” I couldn’t answer. Carefully, 
if it might break, I hung up the receiy 
my mind blank and empty of all feelj 
Daddy wouldn’t come, not even when 
knew I needed him terribly. He was ge 
ing me a check! ive with 
Suddenly, wildly, I began to laugh, eyg “What 
while the tears rolled down my cheghpoit. 
With a quick bound, I leaped from yg “God 
chair and went to the desk, rummagigphis hand 
for pencil and paper. “Dear Daddy,” fer and 0 
wrote, “you couldn’t have done anythiggthing ab 
nicer... .” have got 
I sat looking at the words, and then §sudden 
began to laugh again—but this time jhard as 
was different. It was real, joyful. ringigphard, it 
clearly! Because I was free . . . free @ “Oh, ' 
last! Free of all my crazy, misconceivefris,” I 
ideas about what love is! Free of théground | 
shackles that bound me! “Well 
Poor Daddy! Trying to buy love with*Annie’s 
checks and candy bars and protestation§ “Whe 
not knowing that love isn’t any good at alfyked. 
unless it is given for free! Poor Daddy} “she 
What a price he had given for Connie$yy, Mo 
love, if you wanted to call what she ofwhen sh 
fered “love.” There were other names fo} | said 
it, but whatever it was, it was like a fevel my car | 
in his blood. When the fever burned itself another 
out, would he be dry and empty and lifefit make 
less? Somehow I knew that somey of 
too far away, Daddy would want to co |? MA 
home. Would he try to buy Mother’s lov _ self 
back again, I wondered, or would he hav4 when I 
learned by then? Poor Daddy! He way Wasn't | 
the one who needed me, really. much mor %t Ant 
than I needed him. Because I had Mother 2s. I 
Poor Daddy, so terribly alone. had pla 
Mother’s going to be all right. Wh stayed | 
' : i would | 
she saw me standing beside her bed nev lhe 
morning, faint color stole into her cheeks}, 7 
“So glad you’re safe,” she whispered faint’ things. 
ly, and drifted off into a quiet. naturi] p;,4) 
sleep. Annie’s 
I wore the green satin dress to the dane} \forris, 
after all, though I could have worn mf door, “ 
old white formal. I wanted to remin(} address 
myself of something, something I hope ]} lene. I 
never forget. The wolf-whistles and leer} He ; 
I got reminded me plenty, too. They} hardly 
weren’t a bit of fun, just made me nervous} | was | 
. . . I wouldn’t want to grow up into a}! could 
woman like Connie. selling curves an(| my hee 
allure to a man in exchange for his love. her Tw 
I'd rather be free to give my love to some} °W2, | 
one nice, like Roger. > ’Y gO 
Roger raised the roof about the dres = ve 
also 
on the way home from the dance. He Thad « 
didn’t like those wolf-calls any more than Z . 
I did. But when I told him why, told him ions 
about me and Daddy, he squeezed mJ j. 4, 
hand and said quietly, “You're growing Her 
up fast, Patty. Don’t go so fast you leave] woot 
me behind.” Dear , 
Roger’s so nice and understanding} j ,, 
He’ll make a wonderful father for ow} jy’, ¢,, 
children someday. becaus 


THE END} back ; 
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Mr. Morris answered. 
Swhen she’s coming back. 


‘T things, 


Not The Marrying Kind 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Abilene.” 
that for?” I blurted 


jive with a cousin in 

“What did she do 
ut. 

“God knows,” Mr. Morris said, waving 
his hand in a helpless gesture. “Her moth- 

and me thought you might know some- 
hing about it. The two of you seemed to 
have gotten along so well, then all of a 
iudden you busted up.” His eyes grew 
“Annie took it pretty 
hard, it seemed to us.” 

“Oh, it was just a little spat, Mr. Mor- 
ris” I said. “Nothing serious. I came 
around to apologize.” 

“Well, you’re too late,” he said gruffly. 





“When do you expect her back?” I 


I asked. 


“She went to Abilene to take a job,” 
“We don’t know 


Isaid goodnight to Mr. Morris, got into 
my car and gunned the motor. So she was 
mother broad gone. What difference did 
it make in my young life? 


|? MADE a big difference, I found my- 

self admitting in another few weeks 
when I began to realize that life just 
wasn’t going to be the same for me with- 
out Annie around. I had tried dating other 
girls, I had good-timed it with Trixie, I 
had played poker with the boys, and I had 
stayed home nights reading up on stuff I 
would be taking in college in a few more 
months. It was all for the birds. I didn’t 
have anybody to really talk to about 
I didn’t have Annie. 

Finally. I pulled my car up in front of 
{nnie’s house again one evening. “Mr. 
Morris,” I said when he answered the 
oor, “I wonder if you happen to have the 
address of that cousin of Annie’s in Abi- 
lene. I thought I might drop her a card.” 
He gave me the address, and I could 
hardly wait to get home and start writing. 
| was kind of cautious. though. After all, 
lcouldn’t let her know I had been eating 
my heart out all those weeks. I just told 
her I was surprised to find out she had left 
town, and that she could have called to 
say goodbye before she left, or at least 
have sent me a letter after she got there. 
lalso told her I was sorry for the things 
Thad said that night when we argued, and 
to let me know when she was coming home 
because there were places I wanted to take 
her and things I wanted her to see. 
Her answer was short, but 
sweet, 
Dear Johnny: 
It was very considerate of you to write. 
I's true, I should have told you goodbye, 
because it is goodbye. I’m not coming 
back home. I wish you the very best of 


it wasn’t 





luck, and I hope you get everything you 
want out of life. 
{nnie 

No “love,” or “yours truly” or anything. 
Why in the heck would she write a letter 
like that? Okay, so we had sinned a little 
and I had acted a heel, but was that ev- 
erything in life? 

So I moped around with a long face and 
a dour disposition for a couple more weeks 
and then I realized I didn’t really know or 
care about what was important in life ex- 
cept Annie. When she was with me, life 
was swinging. When she was gone, every- 
thing was a drag. It was as simple as 
that. So I wrote another letter. 

Annie, Baby, 

I was just thinking: I need a little va- 
cation. If I should decide to spend it in 
Abilene, when would be the best time for 
me to come up? We could talk things 
over, 

Love, Johnny 

She wasn’t long answering. 

Johnny: 

We talked things over. Stay in Dallas 
and save your money. And please don’t 
write anymore, Johnny. We've had our 
fling, and now it’s over. Things are best 
this way. 

{nnie 

That tore it. Who did she think she was, 
the Queen of Sheba or somebody? She 
couldn’t just turn a guy’s life inside out 
and then toss him aside with some jazz 
about “we had our fling.” and forget it. I 
could hardly wait to get down to the cab 
stand and tell Big Jack I was leaving Fri- 
day morning for Abilene. 

“How long you gonna’ be gone, John- 
ny?” Bert asked when he found out I was 
leaving. 

“T’ll be gone as long as it takes,” 
swered. 

“As long as it 
asked. 

“I don’t know,” I said, realizing that I 
really wasn’t sure what I meant. 


I an- 


takes for what?” he 


T WAS a long, hard drive to Abilene, 

and I was red-eyed and bone-tired when 
I pulled into town early that morning. I 
was glad it was because I figured maybe 
Annie wouldn’t be at work. 

I stopped at a gasoline station on the 
edge of town, washed up and got some 
directions, then drove on to the address I 
had been sending letters to. A plump, 
dark woman opened the door. I figured 
her to be Annie’s cousin. 


“Vesa?” 

“Does Miss Annie Morris live here?” I 
asked. 

“Yes, she does,” the woman said hesi- 


tantly. 









DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. , Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 

ing cycle and cunees many to turn 
trom liquor. May be taken in SECR A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM RW way desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One ha 
**“PLEASE SEND ME MO 
ALCOREM AT oon 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 


FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula copeuee to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also E WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY e OndER ALCORER NOW 
SATISFACTION OR NEY BA . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in me wrapper. 
Pay postman $7.¥5 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order. 


minwesy HEALTH AIDS « DEPT. B-20 


608 S. DEA! RN ST. © CHICAGO 5, ILL. 






















SONGS $100 {ivi 
TO THE WRITER OF BEST SONG SELECTED EACH MONTH 


SEND SONG POEMS. WE COMPOSE MUSIC, 
FURNISH RECORDS AND COPIES. 


HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1601 NO. GOWER ST., DEPT, J HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIFORNIA 





















ASTHMA 


If you suffer asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 
sleep impossible because of the struggle to breathe... 
try FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate, 
blessed relief from the dreaded symptoms of bronchial 
asthma. Over 1,000,000 botties sold——FREE TRIAL bottle 
by return mail. You pay nothing. Send name and address 
now to: FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 831-A, Frontier Bidg., 
462 Niagara Street, Buffalo 1, N. Y. 


eee e Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 


Make 
Amazing 


3-DAY 
TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It’s loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which is often the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL'S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.10. 

Large family = .¢. y ) $2.20. 
Postage extra if 


NELSON'S. COSMETICS Dept. 1-4 


Box 104, G.P.O. New York 1,N.Y. __ 
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Send A Copy 


‘o Your Friends 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
vith my compliments to the persons 
sted below: 


If possible send the December issue. 
































“May I see her, please?” I said. 

The woman opened the door slowly, call- 
ing over her shoulder: “Annie, there’s 
someone here to see you.” 

“Who is it?” the voice cate ‘from down- 
stairs, and I felt my heart leap at the fa- 
miliar sound, even though it didn’t seem 
to chime like I remembered it. 

“It’s a man,” her cousin said, her eyes, 
filled with suspicion, darting back toward 
me. 

“What man?” Annie’s voice came back, 
and then I heard her coming down the 
stairs. She got halfway down and saw me 
and stopped. her hand going up to her 
mouth to shut off a gasp. 

I must have gasped. too, because that 
wasn’t any sack she was wearing this time 
—it was a maternity dress. 

I don’t recall exactly what I said dur- 
ing the next few minutes. I just remem- 
ber an awkward groping for words and a 
few sounds coming out. Then I remember 
Annie crying and telling me I had no busi- 
ness coming there like that and would I 
please leave. Her cousin held the screen 
door open for me. 

That’s when I got good and mad. “I’m 
not leaving.” I told Annie. “And you can 
just close that damn door,” I shouted at 
her cousin. “I didn’t even know you were 
like this,” I said. turning back to Annie. 
“Here I am about to be a father and you 
wouldn’t even tell me.” 

Annie quit crying then, and tore back at 
me, fighting mad. “What difference would 
it have made to you, Johnny Franklin? 
You were the one who had things all fig- 
ured out. You had your future planned, 
and it didn’t call for being ‘saddled down,’ 
as you put it, with a wife and children, 
remember?” 

“Sure. I remember.” I answered defen- 
sively. “but I didn’t know—” 

“Oh, it wasn’t your fault that I made a 
fool of myself, Johnny.” Annie cut in 
again. “I should have been as sure and 
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WIDE SHOES 


Smartty detailed is our new 
**Susan’"’ in black suede; black or 
red calf; 3” heels. Other styles 
to EEE. 


Money back guar....... $6.95 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. T-12, 733 South St. 
Philadelphia 47, Pa. 
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“M AMBO” . 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 
a flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 
tinted lenses, 


$325 
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Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
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determined about my own life as you wale Il 
about yours.” Then she looked me straig no 


‘ 
in the eyes. “But I was in love, Johny 

and I guess people do foolish things wh. (( 
they’re in love. After I found out I yw 
‘pregnant, I was still too much in love yij 


you to ruin your life. so I came out her’ _ 
Her eyes fell, and she stood staring at tye a 
floor. mply ‘ 
“Are you still too much in love with »& olum 
to ruin my life?” I asked her solemn ella " 
“Yes, Johnny.” she said. “so don’t wor . 
about me taking you to court or trying yp" wm 
get you to support the baby or anythin ene 
like that. My folks don’t even know” <a 
about—” 9 anaged 
That’s when I cut her off. “If you weren} irways 
so stubborn about trying to decide dP ther 
these things for yourself, you’d listen pinger 
poking 


me,” I said. “If you don’t want to ruig 
my life. then marry me so I can start liy. 
ing again and feel like a human being ip 
stead of just a piece of wood or something)’ 
Life hasn’t meant anything to me fy em 
months, not since the last night I saw you’ You ~ 
“~ Ne 
“Johnny. I didn’t want you to marry mf “” b 
because you felt you had to, that’s why | posed 


0 help 
ame til 
ew tun 


time 

left. I don’t want you to marry me noy a 
j 9 
just because I’m pregnant.” Suga 

along fo 


“T wouldn’t care if you were pregnant or 
if you weren’t pregnant.” I said loudly. 4 
still want to marry you. That’s what | 
drove all the way out here for. I didn’ 
even realize it until I got started. but be 
tween Dallas and Abilene, you can think 
out a whole lot of things.” 

Annie still stood there. hard and uncon 
vinced. 

“T Jove you. Annie.” I said. “I love you 
and I need you. Please marry me.” 

She melted into my arms, and for the 
first time in months. I was alive again. 
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HE BABY was born much too soo 
after our marriage to suit some folk, 
who somehow like to keep track of things 
like that. And the worst part for us was ae 
that Annie’s parents realized that she mus hei 
have been pregnant before we came back o ot 
from Abilene with the marriage license, Hall in 
even though Annie did hide behind trapex aboard 
dresses for a while when we got home," — 
Her folk never said anything, but I know Ameri 
there’s a little hurt and resentment toward] "Ho no 
me because of what I did to their daughter. | # “Bab 
even though they try so hard not to showit | will do: 
And it isn’t too easy trying to make it} he com 
in college on the GI Bill with a wife and| educati 
a year-old son. But that’s the way the} Arock 
cookie crumbled. as The 
Annie and I are happy now, and the} lost th 
only payment for what we did lies in the} Xalph 
fact that inside us, forever, we will always] whose 
know that in our impatience we tainted] cach f 
something that could have been shiny and} him as 
golden a lifetime—the memory of a beav-| sar in 
tiful romance and an honorable marriage} It has 
And when we're raising our children, we'll} (Satch 
always worry that they might go out and} differer 
make the same mistake—it’s such an easy} bis nec 
mistake to make. Teason 
THE END ne, I y 
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follywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


ouses various fancy French and Italian 
staurants, the new establishment is 
imply called “Brown’s.’ 

slumbia Pictures, pleased with 
Nella Reese’s singing in their movie Let’s 
Rock, have signed her for two more films 


%, which shell probably do more than 


st sing. Meanwhile, Della plans to fol- 
ow her recording. C’mon, C’mon, (which 
anaged to get itself banned from the 
irways because of suggestive lyrics) with 
nother called G’wan, G’wan. 

jinger Johnny Hartman is still 
poking to get a hit record, while trying 
» help out a couple of buddies at the 
same time. His latest recording features 
mew tunes composed by Buddy Bowser of 
the comedy team of Howell and Bowser, 
You Gotta Believe To Be Happy and flip 
ide, No Tears Tomorrow, a song com- 
posed by busy songwriter Roger Simon, 
one-time personal hairdresser to champ 
Sugar Ray. If it’s a hit, everybody goes 
along for the ride. 

Singer Sarah Vaughan surprised 
folk in more ways than one when she 
upped and married Chicagoan Clyde At- 
kins. . . the wedding party consisted of 
fellows only, with Mr. John (Dizzy) Gilles- 
pie standing in as “bridesmaid” and Eddie 
(ex-Mr. Dinah Washington) Chamblee 
also in attendance. 

Folk singer Josh White, has just 
completed 30 years in show business. He 
celebrated by recording an anniversary 
album of prison songs. 

Singer Barbara McNair entertained 
Princess Grace and Prince Rainier at their 
palace in Monaco while she was over that 
way appearing at the Monte Carlo Casino. 
At the same time the Platters were picking 
up an extra million francs (about $2,500) 
on their day off from the Olympia Music 
Hall in Paris, by entertaining the folk 
aboard the fabulous Onassis yacht Chris- 
tina, 

American entertainer Babe Wallace, 
vho now lives in Israel, has established 
a“Babe Wallace Scholarship Fund” and 
will donate all the proceeds from a song 
he composed My Song of Israel to the 
tducation of Israeli youngsters. 

Arock ’n’ roll singing group known 
is The Embers (four ofay fellows) have 
lost their leader. He was 16-year old 
Ralph Mathis, Johnny’s little brother, 
whose managers have sent him to voice 
coach for singing lessons and will promote 
him as a single hoping to produce another 
tar in the family. 

thas heen discovered that Louis 
(Satchmo) Armstrong keeps four or five 
iferent religious medals dangling around 
is peck. Satch, of course, can explain the 
fason for this: “When they come to get 
me, I want to be ready.” 
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At last! A figure-slimming all-in-one 
you can slip into as easy as a 
coatdress! This marvelous new 
two-way stretch corselette 
has a full-length 20” zipper that 
closes the open front from very 
top to very bottom, to give your 
form the smooth unbroken line 
the new glamorous fashions 
demand. A batiste Lastex inner 
shield gives extra stomach 
control. Embroidered nylon sheer 
bra tops, with two-ply satin 
under cups. White only. 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. CC92N 
35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. 
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22, BIG BOX OF FULL-SIZEPRODUCTS | civ. suv 


for FREE TRIAL! 
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XMAS GIFTS GALS GO FOR! 


Pierre de Paree presents a 
sensational new collection of 
A-LA lingerie 
ladies love. Such ex- 
citingly exotic styles 
. . . such delightfully 
low prices . . . you'll 
love them. Write for 
your catalog today. 
See page after page 
of enticing inti- 
mates displayed 
on gorgeous mod- 
els. pecial 
FREE gift offer! 
Send 25¢ (refundable with first order ) to 
, P.O. Box 105-T 
Pierre de Paree wien vorn t. WY. 
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\en G2 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 

looking for something that would 

glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 

appearance, RAVEEN may be the 

answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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3 RAVEEN Dept. T-12 
HMonev back quarantee § 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
v2 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 


Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 1! enclose $1.20 C Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full 
purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. Adtrom 


City State. 
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an? Leader's Gurl! 


[was one of them, fighting 
lo take a slice of the adult 
world. Crazy kids, bound 


for a bad dose of trouble 


a AS THE PRISONER anything to say 
to this court before sentence is pro- 
nounced?” 

The judge’s voice was as cold and hard 
face. Sitting in the fourth row 
the same row I'd occupied all the drama- 
filled days of Bucky Carr’s trial—I sucked 
in a long breath. 

“Yes, your honor. I have something to 
say,” Bucky replied in a strong, bold voice. 

The silence in the courtroom grew deep- 
er. Bucky whirled to turn his back on the 
judge. At his unexpected movement, the 


as his 


pistol-wearing guard edged closer to the 
darkly handsome, curly-haired boy who 
had been convicted of murder in the first 
degree. Bucky’s eyes were wet with tears. 
The defiant set of jaw which had been 
pictured in the newspapers, the sullen 
mould of his shoulders were gone. He 
stood there, his eyes hunting through the 
crowded courtroom until they connected 
with mine with the impact of a magnet 
finding steel. 

“I want to say I love you, Lucille,” the 
prisoner said, talking straight at me. “I 
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Aunt Annabelle’s wasn’t the ideal place for a young girl 


fresh up from down home to be staying, but after the strict 


life I had led, it looked just like paradise to me 


didn’t know it until it was too late. If I 
had, things might have been different.” 

Every eye in the courtroom was shifting 
between the prisoner and me. The minute 
Bucky’s eyes had met mine, I had felt my 
face go hot, my heart trip-hammering. I 
guess I should have felt embarrassment but 
[ didn’t. To me it seemed, during that 
moment when Bucky was speaking, that 
there were only the two of us in that court- 
room, two of us facing each other and, at 
last, knowing the truth. 

“T love you, too, Bucky,” I said. But the 
words moved on my lips without sound. 
The next minute, Bucky’s back was to me 
again and I saw his shoulders square as he 
waited for the judge’s terrible words, the 
words which would spell death of one kind 
or another. 

I fainted when I heard the words. But 
into the dim world of the unconscious, it 
seemed that I carried with me the tragic 
outline of those words—“things might have 
been different.” 

All that happened several months ago. 
The newspapers had a field day, mushing 
it up good about a convicted slayer’s star- 
ting statement before sentence. They 
plastered my picture all over the front 
page right next to his. One of the papers 
even sent a man to my house to promise 
me what seemed like a lot of money if I 
would tell the story of how a teen-aged 
girl got mixed up with the boss of one of 
Harlem’s toughest neighborhood gangs. I 
turned the offer down because there has 
been enough spotlight on the tragic turn 
of Bucky’s life and mine. 

But now—with phony names to protect 
the guilty—I want to tell the whole story. 
[It’s a ghastly story that I'd like to believe 
never happened. But it is a story that has 
some beauty which I can never forget. I 
guess the best place to begin is at the be- 
ginning and the beginning came when I 
first came to Harlem to live with my aunt 
because I couldn’t take living down there 
in Georgia another minute. . . . 

It wasn’t Georgia itself or the race prob- 
lem—nothing that socially significant—that 
drove me from home. It was the family 
life I had been taking for fifteen years, 
which was driving me pure out of my mind. 
Pop was a Baptist preacher with a code for 
living about as rigid as was ever dreamed 
up in the days of Queen Victoria. If any 
of the thirteen children in the family even 
breathed irregularly, Pop considered that 
something the neighbors might talk about, 
something which might hurt his precious 


=O 
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“reputation.” Of course, in many of the 
laws he laid down, he was merely trying 
to bring us up right, but when you’re a 
kid with the wild yearnings and ideas I 
had in those days, these motives are hard 
to appreciate. Then, to make matters 
worse, I was the oldest of the brood. Be- 
tween helping my mother keep house, try- 
ing to keep those twelve young monsters 
straight and being blamed for practically 
everything they did wrong, I got the feel- 
ing I had been living at least fifty years 
when I reached my fifteenth birthday. 

The incident that tipped the balance 
happened on my birthday. A boy I liked 
an awful lot—Harvey Talley was his name 
—was walking me home from school that 
afternoon. He had given me a present. It 
was only a box of candy, but I appreciated 
it so much because I knew he had made a 
sacrifice to buy it. Harvey had been in- 
sisting for some time that, if we were really 
going together, I ought to let him kiss me, 
if only on the cheek. He complained that 
all the other fellows with girls our age 
were allowed even greater privileges than 
that. I’d managed to stall him off but he 
was getting more insistent and, it being my 
birthday, I guess I was especially suscepti- 
ble—what with the present, too. 

Just before we reached my home, a few 
feet down the road, I agreed to give in— 
just for a small kiss. Harvey and I dis- 
appeared into a clump of bush just off the 
road. I’ll admit the kiss got a bit involved, 
but I managed to stem Harvey’s enthusi- 
asm and my own before there were any 
serious developments. As it turned out, I 
might have been better off if I hadn’t. You 
see, if we had stayed in those bushes just a 
few more minutes, we might not have been 
spotted leaving them by a maliciously- 
inclined eight-year-old brother of mine 
whose britches were still warm from a 
whipping I’d given him three days back 


when I caught him deep in some no-go 


raspberry preserves. This small devil ran 
off happily to report to my father that I 
had been making love with a boy back in 
the bushes. I got the worst whipping of my 
life, right in front of all the kids, and a 
tongue-lashing which hurt even worse. I 
bit my lip, refused to cry and made my 
plan. 

The next day, I took my money out of 
my school savings account, wheedled my 
best friend, Lucy, into doing the same and 
loaning me her savings. I had enough to 
get a bus to New York and I knew what I 


was going to do there. I was so wickegmelle $3! 
rebellious in my very soul that my SY 
official act before leaving town was to fponey- 
Harvey and take him back into the bugp “When 
so we could do all the things my father fyachoo!?” 
accused us of doing. He was one surprigh It a™ 
boy, Harvey. But he was happy which man 
more than I was. hat, she 
When I landed in the big city. I had jgjyll on t 
address of my mother’s younger sister, fyent 00 
looked her up in the phone book righ Fact © 
there in the bus station. I had taken a lop Aunt - 
gamble. If she had moved or gone out @n0 rul 
town, I would have been lost and broke jyhat’s © 
New York. Luckily, Aunt Annabelle waiving in 
living at the same place. She was starysgwere nO 
for news from home and happier to knoging kids 
I was in town than I’d dared hope. rystal b 
I found out later that she took a sort qo the dé 
malicious triumph out of offering me sheleft Geo 
ter. It had been years since anyone in ogptern fal 
strait-laced family had spcken to her }epiving it 
cause she was living with a man who mad True |! 
his income out of the gambling instincts ofgome YO 
others and who hadn’t bothered to marpparty in 
her after ten years with her. become 
Aunt Annabelle’s wasn’t the ideal placginvited | 
for a young girl fresh up from down homeftiem so 
but it was a sort of paradise to me. Unelgothers w 


Pete, which is what I learned to call hep! had b 
“husband,” was an easy-going, generowpmeeting 
man who was willing to give my stilpheard a 
attractive aunt anything she wanted excepptiere W 
his name—officially. He immediately toohmade ju 
a liking to me and adopted a casually proguncomfe 
tective attitude. As for Aunt Annabelle, ipiriendly 
was just what the doctor ordered. She haipbeautifu 
become pretty lonely and bored with hepboys the 
lovely apartment and her big, wonderfulpuntil tw 
wardrobe. Uncle Pete wouldn’t hear of hepBucky \ 


going out to work. But when [ came along 
she had business. 
“Girl, I’m going to show you New York 


LEA! 


tacul 


and buy you some clothes that will knocplim. It 


your eyes out of your head,” she said hap 
pily, watching me wreak havoc with the 
scrumptious meal she had put together 
after coming to the station to pick me up. 
“Don’t forget that child’s got to go to 
school,” Pete warned my aunt mildly. 
Aunt Annabelle almost did forget it. For 
the next couple of weeks, she had me on 
a merry-go-round of sightseeing, movies 
visits to the homes of her friends, boat 
rides, just everything that could be fab 
lous to a just-got-here-to-New York countt 
girl. I think she would have taken me to 
a night club, if she thought she could have 
gotten away with it. We went shopping 
and my eyes were as big as my heart wat 
happy to watch my aunt spending money. 
She bought me suits, dresses, shoes, under 
clothes. She took me to her favorite beauty 
parlor and had my hair done, my nail 
manicured. She called in a decorator and 
had a spare room in the apartment done 
over just for me. 
“Now you gotta meet some young folks 
—some girls and some boys,” Aunt Anné 
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. wickelelle said gleefully when the spree was 
t my |gpver- “You sure look like New York now, 
ras to fygponey-” 
he bug “When you gonna send that child to 
father hiechoo!?” Uncle Pete wanted to know. 
surprig It amused me how Annabelle handled 
which yfher man. When he asked questions like 
at, she darted over to him, kissed him 
I had sMfull on the lips, smiled into his eyes and 
sister, gent on doing exactly as she pleased. 
ook risf Fact of the matter is, that was the rule 


en a lot Aunt Annabelle and Uncle Pete’s home 
no rule. You did exactly as you pleased. 


ne out 
broke wfhat’s one reason I felt as though I were 
belle waiving in a new, wonderful world. There 
S starvegwere no strict parents to obey, no slobber- 
to knoging kids to take care of. I didn’t have a 


; systal ball to enable me to look forward 
a sort djothe day when I would wish I had never 
me sheet Georgia and all the restrictions my 
1e in oggten father had placed upon me. I was 
. her heffiving it up. 
ho madf True to her promise to introduce me to 
tincts gfsome young folks, Aunt Annabelle gave a 
‘© marngparty in my honor several weeks after I’d 
Become a member of the household. She 
-al plagginvited two dozen kids my age, some of 
vn homefthem sons and daughters of her friends, 
:. Unekfothers who just lived in the neighborhood. 
call hefl had been somewhat apprehensive about 
reneroypmeeting people my own age. From all I’d 
ny stilipheard about New York. the young folks 
1 exceppthere were smart alecs, know-it-alls who 
ely toopmade just-arrived country cousins feel most 
illy proguncomfortable. But this bunch was a 
belle, friendly crowd and everything went off 
She hadpbeautifully. There were several interesting 
vith hepboys there but the party didn’t really begin 
ynderfylpuntil twelve o’clock. Because that’s when 
r of hepBucky walked in. 





> along 
LEARNED LATER that Bucky’s spec- 
w York} tacular entrance was characteristic of 
| knockflim. It wasn’t that he dressed flashy or 
id hapf/oud or that he tried to attract attention. 
ith thpHe was a quiet-looking, self-assured boy, 
ogetherp bout nineteen, who looked like he was do- 
me up} ig you a favor by appearing on the scene. 
| go top Yet, he didn’t seem to be conceited. Actu- 
dly. filly, you have to see Bucky to appreciate 
it. For} him. He was something to see. He was 
me on} me of those fellows of medium height who 
novies,f You'd never think of calling short. He was 
boat f built big and lean, but with the trim, 
. fabu | pretty shape of a boxer or a track man. 
ounty| is hair was curly, but close-cropped and 
me to} eat. His dark brown skin glowed with the 
d have} Pettiest tint, like a mixture of brown with 
ypping}? subtle flush underneath. His white teeth 
rt wast it up a gorgeous smile—when he smiled. 
noney.fHe had soft, innocent, brown eyes—the 
under { ‘ind that make a lie seem the most logical 
peauty truth ever. 
nai} Of course, I didn’t discover all these 
r and} tings about Bucky the first night—that 
done} "ight of the party—or just by observing his 
‘itrance into my aunt’s apartment. What 
folks}! did notice was that he was flanked by 
Ann} ur other fellows, two in front and two 





Bucky and I must have known we were falling for each 


other right from the very first night we met, but we were 


much too proud to admit it even to ourselves 


behind and that they came in like he was 
the Grand Duke Napoleon or someone 
equally important. Their arrival caused 
quite a stir and the four of them passed out 
polite greetings. then settled off in a corner 
all to themselves with drinks. 

Aunt Annabelle had been quite solicit- 
ous all evening. making certain I met ev- 
eryone but she didn’t stir to introduce me 
to the newcomers. In fact, I caught her 
glancing at them nervously, almost as if 
she were afraid they might take over the 
place any minute. After a half-hour of 
waiting for someone to tell me who these 
new guests were. I decided to take matters 
into my own hands. I walked over to them 
and spoke to Bucky. himself. Why waste 
any more time. After all. he was the one 
I wanted to meet. 

“Since this is supposed to be my party, 
I figured we ought to get to know each 
other,” I said boldly. I had just drunk the 
first two cocktails I’d ever had in my life. 

Bucky responded with that smile. It al- 
most blinded me. 

“I’m Bucky Carr.” he said. 
was low and controlled like deep organ 
notes. “These are my boys—Jimmy Adams, 
Snitch Malone. Tom Andrews and Johnny 
Richardson.” 

Bucky’s boys bowed like well-indoctri- 
nated seals. Then everybody waited. After 
a few seconds of ridiculous silence, I real- 
ized I hadn’t offered my own name. 

“I’m Lucille Manning.” I said. 

“No, you’re not.” Bucky contradicted 
me. “You don’t look like a Lucille. You 
look like a Princess. That’s her name, 
isn’t it fellas? Princess.” 

All evening long, I'd been receiving com- 
pliments about my appearance. Aunt An- 
nabelle had bought me one of those misty, 
floaty, pink gowns that girls drool over in 
store windows. I had been flattered by the 
compliments, but Bucky’s smooth way of 
telling me that I looked good really went 
to my head. 

“Why don’t you boys break up this all- 
male clique you’ve got over here and cir- 
culate around the room and have some 
fun?” I demanded. 

“Good idea,” Bucky agreed. “These cats 
always want to talk business everywhere 
they go.” He turned to his boys. “You 
heard what the lady said. Personally, I’m 
gonna see if the lady dances as well as she 
looks.” 

The next thing I knew, I was being 
guided around the dance section of the 


His voice 


living room. I didn’t even have time to 
realize it was happening. 

“Three questions,” I told Bucky gaily. 
“Does everybody always agree with you 
like the boys do? What’s business? And 
is this the way you usually get young 
ladies to dance with you? Just whirling 
them off like this?” 

“Three answers,” Bucky came _ back 
gaily. “Most people do agree with me like 
the boys do but the boys do because they 
have to. Business is The Eagles Athletic 
and Social Club and I’m president. Third 
answer: I don’t usually dance because | 
don’t usually meet anybody as pretty as 
you.” 

That’s the way it went. We kidded each 
other back and forth. That is, it seemed 
as though we were kidding because we ex- 
changed conversation in a flip manner. But 
I think both of us knew for a fact that we 
were dead serious. I think both of us were 
falling for each other right then and there, 
but we probably didn’t even want to admit 
it to ourselves. 


‘THE DANCE turned out to be three, then 

four dances. After that, as an excuse 
not to let Bucky get away, I suggested he 
go to the refreshment tables with me while 
I fixed him a plate of chicken salad. I had 
noticed that the attention we were giving 
each other was being observed by quite a 
few people, especially my aunt who, for 
once, didn’t look especially happy. In the 
middle of a riotous joke Bucky was telling 
me, Aunt Annabelle caught my eye and 
signalled me to come over to her. Bucky 
saw the signal too. 

“Look here,” he told me as I asked to 
be excused for a few minutes. “I'll give 
you a quick rundown on what your aunt is 
going to tell you. She’s going to warn you 
to be nice to me but not to get too friendly. 
She’s gonna tell you that because the Eagles 
Club I mentioned to you before is what is 
known as a gang. And I run the gang. Re- 
spectable people like your aunt don’t think 
too much of me, even though her old man 
is making his in the rackets. All I got to 
say is I go for you, Lucille, aunt or no aunt. 
Maybe I might even make you my girl—my 
steady, I mean.” 

I walked away from Bucky in a daze. 
The term “gang” frightened me. How could 
such a gentle-looking, nice boy like Bucky 
be one of those horrible New York juve- 
nile thugs I’d heard so much about? And 
that patronizing, conceited crack about 
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My Aunt had given me good advice. ‘Be careful,”’ she 


said, ‘“‘and know what you are doing.” 


What girl ever 


knew what she was doing with a boy like Bucky? 


maybe making me his girl. He didn’t seem 
the conceited type, yet he had such a cool, 
casual way of saying things as though he 
never doubted for one minute that things 
would go his way. I liked Bucky a lot. I 
had to admit that. But he needn’t think 
that just because I came from the country, 
he could— 

My thoughts were interrupted as I 
reached Aunt Annabelle. She drew me 
into the bedroom where the guests’ coats 
were stacked up. 

“Look, honey,” she began. “I don’t want 
to run your business, but—” 

“T know, darling,” I said, hugging my 
aunt mischievously. “He has a gang and 
you don’t want me to get mixed up with 
him. But, God, isn’t he beautiful?” 

Aunt Annabelle’s mouth fell open. 

“Who told you?” she wanted to know. 
When I answered that Bucky had told me 
himself, she raised an eyebrow in mild 
surprise. 

“Tf he’s so terrible, why did you invite 
him tonight?” I asked curiously. 

Aunt Annabelle explained that one rea- 
sonably enough. Bucky had always been 
nice and respectful to her, she told me. He 
had lovely manners and it was even hard 
for folks in the neighborhood to believe 

all the stories that went around about the 
stolen cars, petty thefts and sex and reefer 
parties which the Eagles were supposed to 
have. Yet, everyone knew it was all true. 
She had invited Bucky but she hadn’t in- 
ited “his boys,” in fact, she didn’t even 
know them. 

“T thought it best to let them come in, 
hough, to avoid any trouble,” she told me. 
I’m not going to tell you what to do, 
honey, but just be careful, please.” 

I promised and hurried straight back to 
ind Bucky. 

[ couldn’t believe he had left, but the 
truth was he had. Bucky and his boys had 
walked out, just like that. 

I was furious. This young man certainly 
had little or no manners. Making such a 
big thing over me, calling me Princess, 

condescendingly suggesting that he might 
do me the honor of being my boy friend, 
and then walking out. He’d even left half 
of the food on the plate I'd fixed for him. 

After the first flare of rage, I shrugged 
it off. After all, it was probably just as 
well. Why should I be getting mixed up 
with hoodlums when there were so many 
nice, respectable fellows at the party? I 
joined a bunch in a corner and proceeded 
to have a gay time. But I wasn’t really gay 


on 
60 


and I knew perfectly well that my dreams 
that night would be filled with the memory 
of soft, brown eyes and arms that had held 
me strong and tender in the intimacy of 
dancing. 


DIDN’T see Bucky again until I had 

been enrolled in the local high school 
for two weeks. I thought about him every 
day. I was always after Aunt Annabelle to 
let me go down to the corner store for her. 
I took long walks up and down the block. 
I was looking for the boy who wouldn’t go 
out of my thoughts. I never even caught 
sight of one of “his boys.” All the while, I 
was waging this relentless search, I was 
telling myself how stupid it was. I was 
warning myself that I was just looking for 
some fire to play with—and to get burned. 

It was just like Bucky to show up the 
minute I’d given up hope. It happened one 
evening as I was plunged deep in study 
and homework. Aunt Annabelle answered 
the door bell and came to my room wearing 
a not-too-pleased look. 

“It’s Bucky Carr for you,” she told me. 
“Says you told him to come by.” 

“Why. ...” I began, about to deny it. 
Then I realized that my heart was doing 
loud, nervous things. “Why. I almost for- 
got,” I exclaimed. I left Aunt Annabelle 
staring after me as I went out of my room, 
giving myself a self-conscious, brief inspec- 
tion-in the mirror. 

Bucky wasn’t sitting on the couch, wait- 
ing, like anyone else would have done. 
Hands jammed in the pockets of a beauti- 
fully-fitting pair of sports slacks, he was 
pacing the floor. 

I walked into the room and faced him, 
ready to pretend to be very cool about the 
way he had disappeared the night of the 
party and the lie he had just told my aunt. 

“Hi, Princess,” he saluted me. And he 
smiled the devastating smile. That boy 
could charm the devil out of his pitchfork. 

“Hi,” I said weakly. 

It seemed there was an especially good 
“flick” (as Bucky called it) at one of the 
neighborhood movie houses. It seemed 
also that we were going to see it—right 
there and then, we were going. He didn’t 
ask me. He told me. Before I could realize 
that I had been ordered to go to the movies, 
not invited, I was explaining to Aunt An- 
nabelle that I had almost finished my 
homework anyhow and that I’d be home 
early. 

“Okay, honey,” my aunt said reluctantly. 
“Only, please don’t forget what I told you. 


Be careful and be sure you know wp the d 
you're doing.” that see 
The main thing I remember about if yorking 
movie is that Bucky held my hand fpf yung | 
the time the first scene flashed across jf music €4 
screen. He didn’t get fresh, make love gf As We © 
try to paw me like some fellows do in gp miring ° 
theatre. He just held my hand as if hej wa bea 
been doing that for years—almost as jf yp 
were engaged or married or something, divans 

He enjoyed the picture immensely and There 
got my fun out of his enjoyment. It was, slants of 
super-gangster type thing and it seem Half a 
almost like he was studying it rather thy geth a 
just seeing a picture. Here and there, ly oe 
had criticisms to offer about the way ce. oly 
tain situations developed or the techniqy avfully 
of the actors. I found myself agreeing wi the door 
every word he said. And I began to x at the 
annoyed with myself because I couldg\ stood, P! 
dispute the logic of any of it. shea 4 

Out on the street, we got into Bucky’ ie 
souped-up jalopy. It was a little car wit} ea 
an overpoweringly noisy motor. He haf Eagh - 
hung it with all kinds of fur-pieces, luck Is ¢ 
pieces and gimmicks. It didn’t have a hon B ucky 
like other cars. It had a bell—a cowhell ting, P 
Bucky was so proud of the car. He told 
he spent hours working with it. He kney 
cars inside out. 

“This is my baby,” he said. Any minut, 
I expected him to get out and stroke it lik 
cowboys fondle their horses. 

Not knowing the city too well, I didn‘ 
realize, as Bucky drove. that we detoured 
a bit from the route to my house. I looked 
at him questioningly when he pulled w 
and parked in front of a building on a sid 
street which didn’t look any too encourag: 
ing. I thought suddenly and wildly of m 
aunt’s warnings and I was terrified. Bucky} "” — 
leaned over to look into my eyes. He ceveral 
threw his head back and laughed a deli: the desk 
cious laugh. lig 

I stiffened, somewhere between resent Bucky 2 
ment at the laugh and the remainder of m wo the Pl 
my picked 1 

“You’re scared,” Bucky accused, merti second, 
ment still rocking him. “You think In basket b 
trying to kidnap you—or worse, don’t you, My 
Princess?” engl 

“Of course not,” I retorted, trying t them gle 
sound dignified. ‘ oe 

His manner changed abruptly. Char picture | 
acteristically, he still didn’t explain. I smil 

“Come on, I want to show you some mpelf. 
thing,” he told me, getting out of the Look 
jalopy and coming around to my side to (i " 
help me out. ‘ - 

I said a small prayer but I wasn’t # a ” 
frightened as I had been. Bucky’s laughter hin 
had given me confidence—or maybe I wa}, oy 
just a little fool who wanted to belie}. 1,0) 
blindly in this strangely attractive boy. protest } 

He guided me carefully into the hallway}, prot 
of the building and down some sub-streé 
level steps. We came to a door and Bucky WHE! 
offered a sharp, soft whistle and knockelf ” wor 


Bucky 
world, | 
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‘OW the door three times. There was a pause 
that seemed long. Then I heard someone 
‘bout tke yorking with bolts and bars and the door 
nd fro swung open. The sound of voices and 
Toss thy music came out at us. Bucky led me inside. 
© love gp As We entered, I couldn’t hold back an ad- 
Jo in ef miring sharp intake of breath. The place 
s if hey a8 beautiful. It was a large room, fur- 
sished with expensive-looking armchairs, 





iad dvans and luxurious. thick carpeting. 
ly and] There were soft lamps giving off exotic 
ke dants of light. Pictures hung on the walls. 

's Half a dozen couples were dancing to- 
nee gether moonily, The music came from a 
heel saper juke-box in one corner. In another 


oi corner was a bar obviously home-made, but 
chill awiully pretty. The boy who had opened 
Att he door was one of the four who had been 
“es at the party with Bucky. Both of them 
n tog stood, pride-filled, watching me as I gazed 
' about in wonder. 

Bucky’ “Like my joint?” Bucky asked. “This is 
al Wik the ‘Nest,’ Princess. The home of the 
' Eagles.” 


+ “It’s gorgeous,” I exclaimed. 
| Ay Bucky laughed softly. “You ain’t seen a 
> a hon 


thing, Princess,” he told me. “Take a look 
at my private pad. The hang-out of the 
Head Eagle.” 

I followed him to the very end of the 
room. Bucky took a key out of his pocket. 
He had a very important air as he did. He 
swung open the door, flicked a light button 
t didnif™ the wall and beckoned me in. 
steal Bucky’s private pad looked, for all the 

looked world, like the inner office of some big- 
led @ time business man in one of those movies 
oa about modern Manhattan. There was a 
cours big, flat-topped desk in the middle of the 
- of mmm and a swivel chair behind it. There 

Bucky was another, smaller bar, a leather couch, 
~~ several very good chairs. In the middle of 
a del the desk was a picture of a very pretty 
girl, That caught my eye and held it. 
Bucky saw me paying particular attention 
tothe picture. He walked over to the desk, 
picked up the picture, looked at it for a 

— second, then dropped it into the waste- 
k Tn basket by the desk. 

“My ex-Princess,” he explained. “To- 
morrow, you and I go downtown to one of 
them glamor studios and we get a picture 
of you and we put it here where my girl’s 
picture belongs. You’re my girl now.” 

I smiled happily, then wanted to kick 

oul myself, 

of the “Look here,” I said hotly. “Don’t I ever 
ide ff to say anything about these decisions 
of yours? Especially when they involve 
me,” 

His answer was businesslike and aston- 
ishing. Bucky stepped over to the half-open 
i door of his den, slammed it shut, came over 
ened took me in his arms. I held back a 
°Y:  [motest because there just wasn’t any room 
LL wa5 fp protest. 

street 

Bucky WHEN BUCKY kissed me, it ended a 


ockedi” world for me. It started a new one. 


cowbell, 
told me 
le knew 


minute 
e it like 


resent 
- of my 


"t you. 
ing to 


Char: 


le 


n’t as 
ughter 
I was 

























When Bucky kissed me, I knew that he would never have to 


ask me anything. He would only have to tell me things or 


look as though he wanted me to love him, to obey him 


When Bucky kissed me, I knew with a 
swift, sharp certainty that every other kiss 
I'd been kissed by every other boy had 
been play. This was real, earnest, fierce 
and meaningful. This was growing up, 
passing from the borderline of a girl steal- 
ing the forbidden from a boy who attracts 
her to a girl learning the windows of her 
heart can open and the sun of love come 
streaming through, sun beating with an in- 
tensity of heat and wanting. When Bucky 
kissed me, I knew that he never would 
have to ask me anything. He would only 
have to tell me things or look as though he 
wanted me to love him, to obey him, to 
throw myself over a precipice. 

Here was my new world beginning. 
Bucky had knighted me a Princess. After 
the acceptance in the kiss I gave him back, 
he strode to the door of his small head- 
quarters. Like any monarch, he summoned 
his subjects—the boys and girls who were 
dancing outside. 

“This is the Princess,” he told them. 
Like any monarch, he proclaimed it. I 
could see the respect in their eyes, the will- 
ingness to be bound by whatever he said, 
whatever he commanded them to do. 

“This is the Princess. She’s my new girl. 
The queen of the Eagles,” Bucky decreed. 
“And tomorrow night, we’re going to have 
a real gone party to crown her—to make 
her the first lady of our neighborhood.” 

That’s the way it began. That’s the way 
I became a gangleader’s girl. 

At first, it was all glamor—nothing else. 
The party was a fascinating affair. With 
all due respect to Aunt Annabelle, the 
party Bucky and the gang threw for me, 
put my aunt’s function in the shade. There 
weren’t as many well-groomed people. 
There wasn’t any formality. It was just a 
warm. friendly get-together and it was all 
for me. Believe me when I tell you, those 
kids in the gang and their girls weren’t 
just following Bucky because he was sup- 
posed to be their leader. They loved him 
with a loyal love and because he had asked 
them to accept me. they did unquestion- 
ingly. 

I was vaguely disturbed by one thing 
that happened at the party. The mari- 
huana. I’d heard about it, read about it. 
Now I was being introduced to it first- 
hand: the sweet-sick, cloying, strange, al- 
most burnt smell it gave off; the way it 
affected the kids. Their eyes became lid- 
ded and relaxed or cruel and hot. 

“Isn’t it against the law, Bucky?” I 
asked, as we sat in his private room and 
I saw him light up one of the skinny, tight- 
rolled cigarettes. 


“Of course, Princess,” he said indulgent- 
ly. “Try a drag.” He handed it to me. 

“Do I have to?” I asked doubtfully. I 
was ready to do it, if Bucky told me I 
must. I was ready to do anything for him. 

“Of course you don’t have to, baby,” he 
said. “In fact, ’'d rather you wouldn’t— 
if you don’t want to.” 

There was the key to the deepening love 
which welled inside of me for Bucky. With 
an almost suicidal passion, he had flung 
himself into the world beyond the law— 
the world of reefer-smoking; the world of 
armed warfare with Puerto Rican and 
white gangs in neighboring communities; 
the world of purse-snatching, mugging, 
store-breaking, the world of brutality, 
cruelty and cynical disregard for the rights 
of others. It was a world where the motto 
was “do others before they do you.” It 
was a world where the equipment was 
jagged bottle tops, switchblade knives. 
stolen guns and home-made guns. If you 
belonged to Bucky’s gang, you were either 
running after other “punks” or being 
chased by police. You breathed the drama 
of narrow escape, the suspense and agony 
of wondering whether you’d left a finger- 
print or a handkerchief where the cops 
could find it and nail you down for the 
crimes which financed your clothes, the 
reefers, the money you contributed at 
home, the good-looking cellar club. 

But the key to my love for Bucky was 
that, as much as it was possible, he kept 
me removed from the sordid. cruel, unlaw- 
ful things which were going on. I’m not 
going to pretend that I didn’t have full 
knowledge of what was happening. In fact, 
often Bucky discussed his and the gang’s 
activities with me with utter frankness. 
There were times when I appreciated his 
wanting me to remain detached from his 
undercover activities. Then, there were 
times when I yearned to be more a part of 
him than I was, to share his danger and his 
sense of recklessness. There was only one 
way Bucky would allow me to be reckless. 
That was when he loved. And we loved 
often. And we loved recklessly because we 
were like two fires which had sprung to life 
at opposite ends of somewhere; two fires 
which burned so brightly toward each 
other’s flame and moved so rapidly and so 
hotly toward each other’s heat that it 
seemed we would consume ourselves when 
we fused into one blaze. 

“You keep my heart pumpin’ like this 
and my mind eased and I'll take care of 
the business,” Bucky told me one night 
after we had given ourselves to each other 
to absolute exhaustion. He was saying it 
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I don’t know why kids start gangs, or why kids’ girls get 


mixed up with gangs and reefers and lawlessness. They 


wouldn’t—not if they knew what I found out 


because, earlier, I had complained. The 
ther girls who went with fellows in the 
Eagles’ gang were a help to their boy 
friends. They did errands or lured un- 
suspecting victims into traps or stood 
chickee”—something, anything. I wanted 
) do that too. I wanted to prove my love 
ind loyalty. I wanted the rest of the gang 
» feel I wasn’t a sissy, content to rule over 
he social events but not willing to take 
y chances along with them. 

“You stay out of my bad life,” Bucky 
aid solemnly. “The only things I want 
om you are good things—like this.” 

Then he kissed me. 


Q INCE I COULDN’T aid and abet my 
Bucky in his sinning, I developed an- 
ther desire which would integrate me 
iore solidly into his life. I decided to try 
reform him. It’s just like us women— 
e’ve got to be part of the act when we 
ve someone and we'll go to great lengths 
accomplish this aim. 

Vy new resolve came about after some 
eavy reading I’d been doing on dope and 
lope addicts. One or two of the boys in 
Bucky’s gang had gone beyond the pleas- 
re-filling, temporary kicks they got from 
arihuana. They had gone on to cocaine 

morphine. Bucky frowned on this, not 

moral grounds. The way he explained 
was that a confirmed addict is unre- 
able. In his “business.” he explained, you 
1ad to have reliable people. So the addicts 

e, one way or another, weeded out of 

gang. In spite of his attitude about 

he more serious phases of dope addiction, 
developed a fear that Bucky himself 
‘ight some day succumb to the lure of the 
edle. In spite of his late hours, his ca- 
icity for bourbon and beer and his ha- 
ual use of the weed, Bucky was a clean- 

it looking guy. It haunted me—this 
ought—that he could some day ruin him- 

lf completely by taking to stronger 
rugs. I became convinced that he could 
ivoid this if he gave up marihuana. So I 

t out on a campaign to bring him around 

my way of thinking. 

[f I had been using my head, I would 
1ave known I wouldn’t get far with this. 

first, Bucky listened to my preaching 

d pleading with tolerance. Then he be- 

n to get impatient and short with me, 

brush me off. Finally, one day, down at 

“Nest,” after he’d quarrelled violently 
th one of his lieutenants who had 
itched up an assignment, Bucky turned 
full fire of his wrath on me. He had 

lit up” and was sucking in furiously on 
eefer. I sat watching him disapproving- 


Look, baby,” he told me fiercely, “If 


you don’t like my habits, you can just stop 
coming around. If you’re going to be my 
old lady, I’m not going to have you always 
looking down your nose at me when I’m 
having a little relaxation. So make up your 
mind.” 

He slammed out of the private room and, 
a few minutes later, after | had mopped up 
some shocked tears and went out into the 
club room to look for him, Bucky was gone. 
I went home by myself that afternoon and 
didn’t hear from him for three days. 

We made up sweetly then and I decided 
that I'd never question Bucky any more. It 
was too risky doing so. I’d been through 
hell, wanting him for those three days. I 
was “hooked” on that boy. 

Aunt Annabelle knew I was_ hooked. 
She’d have done anything, I believe, to 
change my feelings. But she was a stead- 
fast believer in minding her own business. 
I noticed she always looked sort of sad, 
however, when I refused to become inter- 
ested in other fellows she thought more 
suitable. 

I’d been Bucky’s girl for eight months 
before the crashing tragedy destroyed us 
both. Ironically, I still believe to this day 
that it wouldn’t have happened if Bucky 
hadn’t let his “habit” get the best of him. 
There was a Puerto Rican gang in the next 
neighborhood which was engaged in a con- 
stant war with the Eagles. Bucky’s policy 
had always been defensive. “We don’t 
bother them unless they bother us,” he’d 
always told me. One night. one of Bucky’s 
boys reported angrily that three of the 
Spanish youngsters had insulted his girl at 
a dance. In his sober mind, Bucky told his 
aggrieved lieutenant to “forget it.” Se- 
cretly, Bucky told me that Johnny—the kid 
who claimed to have been offended—was 
a trouble-maker, a guy with a chip on his 
shoulder. 

“Johnny probably agitated the trouble,” 
Bucky said. “I’m not starting any rumbles 
just to back up an agitator even if he is 
in my club.” 

That was in the afternoon when Bucky 
told me he was keeping hands off. That 
night, however, Bucky and a _ half-dozen 
Eagles threw an almost all-stage reefer 
session at the club. Knowing the way I felt 
about the weeds, Bucky didn’t tell me. He 
lied that he had to help his father that 
night. There were one or two girls at the 
party and someone had brought along a 
batch of new, cool records which featured 
some of the boys’ favorite musicians. 

From what I was able to learn after- 
wards. Bucky went all-out on the reefer 
kick that night. After he’d become almost 
crazy high, one of the girls had boldly 


challenged him about not backing y 
boy Johnny against the Puerto Ri 
lows. Bucky had blown his top, dem 

if she was calling him a bad leader, j 
thought he was “chicken.” Then, 
blaze of rage and egged on by the m 
ing influence of the stuff, Bucky hag¢ 
out a call for all the Eagles available. 
had announced that right then and 
they were going to descend on the P 
Ricans’ headquarters, The Eagles ha 
smelled the excitement of a street ry 
for months. Enthusiastically, they 
ered their weapons—ugly, ragged 
tops, clubs and guns. Bucky had a y 
he had bought hot. 

The rest of the night’s developme 
were spread all over the front page the 
lowing day. Seven or eight fellows on 
sides had been seriously injured and 
of the Puerto Rican fellows had been 
dead. Johnny, the kid who had starte 
all, turned Bucky in. The shot had eq 
from Bucky’s gun. Bucky’s number 
up. The trial created a field day for} 
press. It made me ten years older with 
few short days. 

That day, in the courtroom, just bef 
Bucky was sentenced, when his 
thought was to turn to me and tell me 
front of all the world that he loved 
I knew what was in his mind. I knewft 
all the time Bucky had acted like a 
shot, all he wanted was to be loved 
believed in. I’m no psychiatrist and I d 
know how to figure out these things, 
don’t know why kids start gangs or 
kids’ girls get mixed up with gangs 
reefers and lawlessness. 

In my case, I know that I was a re 
I rebelled against my parents and I 
wrong things behind their backs, t 
to take out my defiance. I even rebell 
against my easy-going aunt who t 
weakly to point out to me that I she 
be careful in a new city. I made the s 
mistake my aunt made. She loved me 
she was afraid to be firm with me. I le 
Bucky. I was afraid to fight him. Whe 
wanted him to leave the reefers alone, 
wasn’t because I was trying to help him. 
was because I wanted selfishly to bece 
a big influence in his life, to get into 
business. 

Now I know that, maybe—just maybe 
I had fought him tooth and nail, fou 
him with my arms around him or even wil 
my fists clenched, it might have beem 
different story. It might not have be 
“too late” in a courtroom, minutes bef 
they told me he would have to die. I kr 
that true love never surrenders or is af 
of the anger and misunderstanding of 
truly beloved. I might have been able 
save Bucky from dying tomorrow nig 
I might have saved myself from living 
the tomorrows I’m going to have to 


with a long shadow across my heart. = 
THE E 
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